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AARON HILL, Eſq 


MONG the literary world, there is not perhaps 4 
A ſubject more worthy. the public attention than the 
ife of Aaron Hill, Eſq; Whiltt he had being on earth, his 
virtues procured him many admirers, and his benefi- 
cence not a few; for as long as he poſſeſſed property, ſo 
long the indigent ſhared it with him, and more particu- 

larly that partof mankind who had any pretence to poetical 
With his humanity, had he poſſeſſed an equal ſhare 
of that common virtue called oeconomy, or rather had 
he not been too profuſely generous, heaping his bounty 
on Every perſon in whom diſtreſſed merit appeared, he 
tnight have left behind him wealth, the produce or fruit 
of his genius, more than eEyer was acquired by his ca- 
temporary Pope; whom he much excelled in ſeveral 
branches of literary knowledge : but, of theſe ſuperior | 
abilities he little availed himſelt, for tho” his publications 
were many, the profits ariſing from them were (except 
his laſt play of Merope) all given to relieve rerions tis 
thought in unhappy circumſtances. Sometimes he aimed 
even to raiſe from dejection aſſociated bodies of Theatric 
, geniuſles, and has given plays and ſcenes alternately ro 
ſupport the /inking tate of actors. Oft when he has pee 
ceived a Poet teebly attempting to reach Parnaſſus's 
height; he has nervouſly ſupported and enabled him to 
ain the point in view. Mr, Hill's generoſity was not 
confined to his relations, his friends, nor even to his own 
nation; a Northern Miniſter excluded from the Kirk, 
: Vol. I, " BP 4 pro- 
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profited by Mr. Hill's aſſiſtance; tho* he had no other 
claim to it except his great want of it. Mr. Hill pitied 
his caſe, and gave him written materials, which procur- 
ed him both money and fame, but at the ſame time gave 
birth x0 4 baſe quality, his benefactor did not expect to 
ſee ſpring up, inſtead of gratitude. The once Miniſter, 
on receiving careſſ-s, as a Poet became vain; and pro- 
bably thought that what Mr. Hill had given him he had 
a right to frame anew, agreeable to his own humble taſte. 
This he did, and of a good Tragedy of two acts he made 
a fort of Farce of five; which no one afterwards diſ- 
puted being his own. Much the ſame aſſiſtance Mr. 
Hill gave to others, who gratefully acknowledged the 
Favours receiyed. Mr. Hill poſſeſſed more native modeſty 
than ambition, and tho' wrote from a different motive, 
theſe lines of Virgil may with ſome propriety be apply- 
ed to him; . f 
Hos ego verſiculos feci, tulit alter honores, 
Sic vos non vobis nidificatis aves. 


In his earlier days, Mr. Richard Savage, ſon of the 
Earl Rivers, was introduced to him by ſome of his ac- 
quaintance, as a young gentleman whoſe uncommon cir- 
cumſtances, and intrinſic merit, were deſerving of pity. 
Mr. Hill tor many years kindly compaſſionated his un- 
happy birth, that ſeemingly intitled him to hope paternal 
care (alike) from two great Peers, yet made him deſtitute 
of either friend or father, thro* the unnatural cruelty of 
her, who did not bluſh to prove herſelf the warſt of Mo- 
thers, to get him diſinherited by both. Mr. Hill in a 
manner adopted him out of mere humanity, and ſerved 
him for a conſiderable time with his purſe, nor did he 
forſake Mr. Savage when made more unhappy, by a ſud- 
den fray, where he had the misfortune to kill a gentle» 
man, for which he took his trial, and was condemned to 
die, and had even beſpoke the cloaths in which he was to 
ſuffer, not having left ſo much as hope to obtain a pardon. 
There his friend proved one indeed ; by ſetting forth 
his miſerable caſe, in the beſt light it would bear; ſuch 
as ('twas ſaid) drew tears from Royal Hes; and induced 
; her | 


7 


| her Majeſty to intercede in his behalf, and procure his 
ardon. 
i The poem called the Baſtard, Mr. Hill wrote to ſerve 


Mr. Savage, and at the fame time drew up a letter of 

_ dedication, both which were ſent to Sir Robert Walpole. 
And in order the more to promote Mr. Savage's inte- 

| reſt, Mr. Hill in a pathetic manner, in the Plain Dealer, 
publiſhed the particulars of his anbappy flory, with a copy 


: of verſes to his mother; which being put into the hands 
| of her Majeſty, (the late Queen Caroline) ſo influenced 
her gentle nature, that the Counteſs found herſelf obliged - 
: to ſend for her ſon; and ſhew ſome little of the parent 
7 towards him. | | 
But as her kindneſs neither laſted long, nor was ef- 
l fectual; ſome time after, Mr. Hill aſſiſted him in pub- 
liſning a miſcellany by ſubſcription; which he likewiſe 
in the Plain Dealer, N* 73: warmly recommended to 
the patronage of the public. Fe 
And ſome years after, in hopes of raiſing for him a 
e more excellent, and powerful friend, he wrote a poem \ 
(calling it the Volunteer Laureat) as follows: 
5 TWICE twenty tedious moons have roll'd away; 
. Since hope, kind flatt'rer! led my thoughts aſtray: 
: Told me you meant, an Orphan's tears to ſcreen; 
1 And o'er the Motherleſ extend the Queen. 
Þ *Twill be The prophet guides the poet's ſtrain; 
f Gricf never touch'd a heart like yours in vain. 
8 Tho” of To Fathers I retain'd not one: 
a And having found a Mother, felt her none. 
1 What tho” the guardians of a nation's right, 
e Forgot my infant wrongs, or weigh'd them light. 
; Nor parents pitileſs, nor peers unkind, 


* Nor titles loſt, nor all woes riddles join'd; 

0 Imbitter life's fad lot thus lowly laid; 

0 To find a Pharaoh's daughter in the ſhade: 

: You cannot bleſs by halves when wrongs implore: 

b Your heart is woman, tho' your ſoul is more. 

h Kind like the power, who gave you to our prayers, 

1 Yvu wou'd not lengthen lite; to ſharpen cares. * 
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They who a barren leave to live beſtow, 


But ſnatch from death, a ſacrifice to woe. 


-Unfriended Want, the firſt beſt plea, I knew, 
Intitled me to hope from Heaven and You. 


Nor dare I groan, beneath Affliction's rod, 


My Queen, my Mother; and my Father, God ! 


Your ſelf adopted ſon, no pangs endures, 

No more the child of ſorrow, now, but yours. 
Oh, hear him own the boldncfs of his prayer, 
Nor damp his purpoſe, with a due deſpair. 
The Muſes ſaw me vainly wit purſue, 

A baſtard ſon alas! on that fide too, 


Their ſex confeſſing, me, they wou'd not blame, 
But, bluſhing that my Mother felt no ſhame : 


Cut off her power to pleaſe, and judg'd it fit, 
To give me as a portion, half Her wit. 
Embolden'd thus to dare in eagle's flight, 

Fain wou'd my eye ſuſtain your ſtream of light! 
Fain wou'd I riſe your Poct ; nor conceal 

The charms whoſe ſilent influence millions feel! 


In each revolving year, on this bleſs'd day, 


Permit, great Princeſs, my renew'd eſſay; 

Your Laureat, 1 unbid my thoughts will raiſe : 

And charm the world with truths, too vaſt for praiſe ! 
Thus the weak prophet till inſpir'd, mov'd ſlow, 
Faint was his geſture, and his voice was low ; 


But when th' invading impulſe fir'd his breaſt, 


Strait more than human power his limbs poſſeſt ; 

Full of the breathing God, ſtrong—aweful—great—! 

His looks were lightning, and his accents, fate! 

Nor tear left flattery taints the Muſe's view, 

No eaſy taſk, lov'd Queen ! to flatter you ! 

Nor ignorant I that vulgar charms alone, 

Submit to ſhine with ſplendor, not their own. 

While you with virtues, are ſo poliſh'd o'er, 

That, *twere to paint a pearl, to give you more. 

Nor will I dwell on glories all your own; 

Far ſurer means to tempt your {miles are known; 
1 | Your 
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Your Poet ſhall allot your Lord, his part; (I 
And paint him, in his nobleft throne, your heart 1 
Is there a greatneſs, that adorns him beſt, 
A ripening good, that labours in his breaft ? 

Has he foremeant fome diſtant age to bleſs, 

To tame the proud, or injur'd to redreſs. ' 
Plans he ſome ſcheme, to reconcile mankind, 
People the ſeas, and bury every wind; 

Wou'd he by pardon, teach diſtaſte to ceaſe, 
And ſmile his factious ſubjects into peace, 
Wou'd his example lend his laws a weight, 

And breathe his own foft morals o'er his ſtate ? 
The Muſe ſhall find it all — fhall make it ſeen, 
And teach the world his worth to charm his Queen. 
Such be the annual truths, my verſe imparts, 
Nor frown, fair favorite of a people's hearts 

O, every way, ſupreme | indulge my flame, 

And bid me proudly boaſt, your Laureat's name. 
My Muſe, diſdainful of the flatterer's trade, 
Shall from no Sack-butt, draw the venal aid, 
Shall praiſe, unblaſting, a Kmg's fame, beſtow, 
And plant no glory, not of ſtrength to grow: 
But, ſince unſmiling fortune holds it fit, 

That my ſmall rents, riſe only from my wit, 
At leaſt, great Princeſs, do your Poet right, 
Nor ſpoil me, by rewarding all I write: 

My ſtrains no meaſur'd ſtipend (hall expect, | 
Nor dares your Laureat, what you grant, reject ; 
Happieſt, if raiſed to ſhine, beneath your eye, 
His Muſe unpenſioned, may her pinions try: 
Mean while, when to your natal day, I bring, 
My annual offering on the Muſe's wing, 

Be mine what once to Chorilus was due, 

The conqueror of the world, may think for yon. 
Live each good line a golden verſe conteſt, 

And let your trowns, unwiſh'd tor, blaſt the ref. D 


After ſome abridgment this was likewiſe preſented 
o to the Queen, and had ſo happy an effect upon her great 
a 3 humanity, 
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humanity, that it procured Mr. Savage gol. with the liberty 
of acquiring annually the ſame ſum by the ſame means. 
For many years Mr. Pope and Mr. Hill lived on a 
friendly footing,. except at particular times, when a dif- 
ference of ſentiment had cauſed ſome literary diſputcs. 
During their intimacy My. Hill received the following; 
letters, which may ſhow the opinion Mr. Pope had of bis 
coremporary's literary productions. 


ce Dear Sir, London, Jan. 22. 


“ Your kind letter, and agreeable preſent of an im- 
proved edition of your poem, wandered long ere they 
found me ; they came to Twitnam while I was at 
“ Dawley, then to Dawley when I was gone to London, 
then followed me again to_Twitnam. I came upon 
5 receipt of it again hirher, to ſpeak to Mr. Mallet, who 
told me the manager's moſt extraordinary conduct. He 
* had engaged to bring on his play firſt, and Mr. Mallet 
& had told him it, was equal to him if he preferred yours, 
provided his might immediately ſucceed it. He waited 
afterwards ſeveral times uponthe manager, but he never 
te gained admittance. He then told two of his principal 

adviſers the regard to be had to your tragedy, and uſed 
(it ſeems) my Lord Bolingbroke's name, and mine, in 
a manner I had no ohjection againſt, nor his Lordſhip, 
for it is what both of us will ſpeak in the gates, as the 
{cripture expreſſes it; and to all mankind. But not a 
word, either by writing or meſſage did the gentleman 
ſend him, either concerning yours or his own : till he 
heard he intended to poſtpone his, notwithſtanding his 

promiſe, and that he had told the Prince (who atked 
about it) that one Mr. Brookes had a Tragedy to 
* come on, and that what he had ſaid to Mr. Mallet 
did not extend to a promiſe. Upon this he obtained 
of Mr. Littleton to aſſure his Royal Highneis of the 
contrary, who did fo before Mr. F's face, and upon 
* that Mr. Fleetwood faid it ſhould be brought on firſt, 
“ You ſee how unfairly therefore this has been repre- 
* ſented to you, as a Command of the Prince. | have 
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moreover reaſon to think he never made any engage- 
ment to Mr. Brooke - but that the whole truth is, he 
finds his houſe full, every night, with hearers worthy 
the ſtuff they are entertained with, and wou'd' dil- 
courage any new play whatever. In the mean time, in 
what condition is merit! A work that wou'd excite 
noble ſentiments in the audience, wou'd ruin our pre- 
ſent taſte, and his preſent profit. I am ſo full of this 
vexation, I can hardly expreſs myſelf, you ſee it by my 
blots All the ways I can do you juſtice, I will; 
and tho? I wiſh Mr. Mallet's play all poſſible ſucceſs, 
I will ſay, and muſt, there is that in yours, which 
merits as much, as his, or any that I can ever hope to 
ſee. Forgive my abruptneſs, I muſt write to you again, 
having more to ſay, but wanting time. | 

Your moſt faithful obliged ſervant, A Port. 


& Sir, 


„ have been ill ſince the receipt of your letter, and 


was moreover inclined to be able to tell you, when I 
anſwered it, that the Tragedy, &c. were ſafe in the 
hands you intended them for. But, firſt, I read it 
twice over, to my great fatisfaftion, I will not tell 
you my opinion further, till I can give you, with it, 
what will be the beſt ſanction of my own, my Lord 
Bolingbroke. After a ſuſpence of near a fortnight, I 
deferred ſending it croſs the ſeas, in hopes of what 
has ſince been determined, his journey hither. He 
is at preſent in London, and will in a few days be at 
Twitenham, I will lay hold of the firſt occaſion to tell 
you his ſentiments, and be aſſured of my full belief 
of the kind aſſurances you give me in your letter. Be 
as ſatisfied of my real deſire of your triendſhip, and 
of the certainty that I will never do any thing that can 
deſerve to loſe it. I am, with eſteem and obligation, 
Sir, your moll affectionate humble ſervant, 
London, July 15. A. Pop. 


Mr. Hill was born in the year 1685, in Beaufort Build- 
ings, and was heir to an eſta e of 2000). a year; but 
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his father George Hill, Ei; of Malmsbury-Abbey in 
Wiliſbire, by various methods diſpoſſeſſed his fon 
of the hereditary eſtate tho* intailed on him, and 
ſoon after left his infant family to the care of their 
grandmother Mrs. Gregory, who put Mr. Aaron Hill, 
when he was nine years old, to ſchool at Barnftable in 
Devonſhire, from whence he was removed to Wellwwnſter, 
where under the care of Dr Knipe, genius early ſupplied 


the place of fortune, for he filled his pockets by doing the | 


taſks of young gentlemen who had not equal capacity, 
At the age of fourteen he left Weſtminſter, with intention 
to viſit Lord Paget his relation, who was then Ambaſſa- 
dor at Conſtantinople. Mrs. Gregory acquieſced in his de- 
fires, and furniſhed him with the neceſſaries for his em- 
barkation, which was made in March 1700, as appears 
by a journal the youth kept of his voyage. 


On his arrival Lord Pages received him with pleaſure, 
and provided as his inſtructor a learned Ecclefiaſtic under 
whole tuition he ſent him to travel, in order to cultivate 
the youth's natural abilities, which even then ſurpriſed, 
him. With this tutor, our Author viſited Egypt, 
Paleſtine, and many parts of the Eaſt, and on his return 
home with Lord Paget, he had an opportunity of ſeeing 
the court of France, having before viſited the moſt con- 
+ fiderable ſtates in Europe. 


After finiſhing his ſtudies in England, Mr. Hill ac- 
companied Sir William Wentworth in the tour of Europe, 
during the ſpace of three years, in which time Ay. 2 
wrote and collected the materials for his hiſtory of the 
Ottoman Empire, which he publiſhed in the year 170, a 
work (though his own) he afterwards criticiſed upon 
with ſeverity, and in a letter to the worthy Author of Clariſſa 
he acknowledges himſelf ſenſible of errors committed in 
mis hiſtory, which he calls affected and puerile. The fire 
of youth with an imagination lively as Mr. Hill's, ſeldom 
if ever go hand in hand with ſolid judgment, but as 
Dr. Sprat then Biſhop of Rocheſter obſerved, there is cer- 
tainly viſible in that book the ſecds of a great writer. 


In 
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In the ſame year, My. Hill publiſhed his firſt poe 
called Camillus, in honour of the Earl of Peterh 


m 

u un 
returned from Spain, who ſent for the — ay 
r i fo pleaſed with his addreſs and qualifications, that he 
p conferred on him the employ of being his Secretary, which 
Mr. Hill reſigned on being made Mafter of be Theatre in NA. 23 
Drury- lane, at which time he wrote his firſt Tragedy, | 
ELFRID, OR THE Falk IncensTanT, a work begun [799 
nd fini ſhed in the ſpace of ten days. * 


The following year he became Maſter of the Opera 
Houſe in the Hay. Market, at which time he wrote that 
firſt-rate opera called RINA l po, replete with entertain- 
ment and good ſenſe, ſeldom to be found in thoſe 
unnatutal jumbles, where language is more adapted to 
muſical ſounds than to expreſs à rational account of 
things. Opera being a kind of exotic, I ſhould not have 
admitted it to rank with the reft of his theatrical perfor- 
mances, if the invention and beauty of ſentiment there ſo 
: abounding, had not convinced me that if would deprive 
the public of a great pleaſure to ſuppreſs that opera 

which the great Queen thought worthy her protection and 
encouragement. It was in this opera Mr. Han el firſt 
gained public favour, and laid a foundation for his future 
fame. About this time Mr. Fi married the only 
daughter of Edmund Morris, Eſq; of Stratford in Eſſex, 
By her he had nine children, four of whom (a ſon and 
three daughters) are ſtill living, 


Soon after Mr. Hill bent his thoughts on ſtudies * 
much differing from his former ones, but more contri- 
buting to public good, and tho' indefatigable in his at- 
tempts, he did not always meet the ſucceſs he deſerved. 
In the year 1716 he wrote another Tragedy, called The 
FA TAL Vision or The FALL or Stam, for winch hg 
cauſed new ſcenes to be painted, and gave the whole 
benefit to the company of the play houſe in Lincoln's- 
Inn fields. | 


5 extracting oil from beech nuts a particulars of which are expreſſed 
in Cibber's Lives of the poets, printed in 3753 for Mr, Griffiths. The 
ne 
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The ſame year he publiſhed the firſt part of an epic 
poem called Gideon, which-had many admirers. | 

His poetical pieces were the produce of leiſ ure hours, 
when he relaxed his thoughts from the ſerious ſtudy of 
hiſtory, geography, phyfic, commerce, &c. | 

He was well verſed in the zheory of the Law, but little 
inclined to the practice of it, tho' few perſons had equal 
reaſon to uſe the advantages of it, in order to repoſſeſs his 
family of their ancient rights. 

Soon after his marriage, Mr. Hill bought of Sir Robert 
Montgomery, a vaſt tract of land, ſituate to the ſouth of 
Carolina, with an intent to form plantations in that 
warm climate, but the execution was weakly attempted 
through his want of fortune equal to the undertaking. 
Since which time the government has thought this vaſt 

ſpace of land worth cultivation, and has peopled it 
under the R:yal Name of GEORGIA. 

In Cibber's Lives of the Poets, many facts relative to the 
life of Mr. Hill are related by one who had ocular de- 
monſtration, or proof almoſt equal to it, of his tranſacti- 
ons. Thus the poet is there deſcribed: 

His perſon was (in youth) extremely fair, and hand- 
ſome; his eyes were a dark blue, both bright and pe- 
netrating; brown hair and viſage oval; which was 
enlivened with a ſmile, the moſt agreeable in converſa- 
tion; where his addreſs was affably engaging; to 
which was joined a dignity, which rendered him at 
once reſpected and admired, by thoſe (of either ſex) 
who were acquainted with him — He was tall, gen- 
teelly made, and not thin._——-His voice was ſweet, 
his converſation elegant; and capable of entertaining 
upon various ſubjects. — His diſpoſition was benevo- 
lent, beyond the power of the fortune he was bleſſed 
with ; the calamities of thoſe he knew (and valued as 
* deferving) affected him more than his own. He had 
* fortitude of mind ſufficient to ſupport with calmneſs 


great misfortune ; and from his birth it may be truly 
© ſaid he was obliged to meet it.? 
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Of himſelf, he ſays in an epiſtle dedicatory to one of 
his poems. ee 
I am ſo devoted a lover of a private and unbuſy life, 
that I cannot recollect a time wherein I wiſh'd an in- 
« creaſe to the little influence cultivate in the dignified 
e world, unleſs when I have felt the deficience of my on 
1 I © power, to reward ſome merit that has charm'd me :'— 
8 His temper, though by nature warm (when injuries 
were done him) was as nobly forgiving; mindful of 
+ that great leſſon in religion, of returning good for evil; 
f which he fulfilled often to the prejudice of his own cir- 


t cumſtances. 


1 About the year 1718, he wrote the Northern Star, a 
, poem celebrating the actions of the Czar Peter the Great, 
tor which he ſome time afterwards received a golden me- 
t dal, ſent him by the Royal Widow the Empreſs Catharine, 
agreeable to the will of her Imperial Conſort. At the ſame 
0 time Mr. Hill was engaged to write the life of that ſuper- 
IJ eminent Prince from ſome papers of the Czar's, which 
A were agreed ſhould be ſent over from Ruſſia, but the ex- 


cution of this undertaking was prevented by the death 
of the Czarina, which happened ſoon after. | 

The following lines will ſhow the noble ſtyle in which 
he handled that Imperial ſubject. 

Northward, unbridled Muſe, direct thy flight 
Where a new jun inflames the land of night ; 
Where arts and arms, a riſing empire found, 
Doom'd to refine the world, and gird it round. 
Thou mighty Czar, in that contracted name, 
Shalt outreach Cæſar in thy pow'r and fame 
Led by this forming hand, viForious ſtill, 

And almoſt new created by thy ſkill : 
Reſiſtleſs legions wait thy doomful nod, 
As hoſts from Moſes watch'd the will of GOD. 

Periſh that narrow pride to cuſtom grown, 
That makes men blind to merits, not their own. 
Briton and Ruſſian differ but in name, 

In nature's ſenſe, all nations are the fame z 
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One univerſe claims one Creator's care, 
And man is reaſon's ſubject every where. 


In 172 3, he brought his Tragedy of Kino Hexxx the 
FirTH upon the ſtage in Drury-lane, which play varies 


much from Shakeſpear's; but where the characters have 
ſimilitude, thoſe parts may be ſaid to be an improve- 
ment of the great Shakeſpear. 

For this play Mr. Hill cauſed moſt grand and el-gant 


ſcenes to be painted, which with the profics of the pertor- 
mance he gave to the managers of Drury-lane how/e. 
On this occaſion, Mr. Savage wrote as follows to 
« Mr Booth has made ſeveral viſits 
« to men of figure, only to extol and ſhew 
e the beautics of King Henry, by a compariſon 


„with that of Shakeipear's, and never play he fays 


« was more applauded in all places On the ſtrength 
% of this, he told me, he defired Sir Andrew Fountain to 
“ relate it to the Prince Mr. Booth reſolves to 
play King Henry in the Chriſtmas Holidays; and af- 
„ ſures me Sir Andrew Fountain has returned word, that 
% the Prince will beſpeak it the week after.“ 


In 1728, Mr. Hill made a journey into the very north 
of Scotland, in order to procure timber for the uſe of the 
Royal Navy. There he found materials for ſhip- building 
in abundance, and tho* he met with unexpected and al- 
moſt inſurmountable difficulties in bringing the large 
trees to the ſea- ſide, he was equal to the undertaking, 
and {ſurpriſed the natives when he cauſed thoſe trees to 
be dragged from the mountains of Abernethy and put 
into the adjacent river Spey, and then chained them to- 
gether into floats. The Highlanders gazed with wonder 
at what was doing, but could not be perſuaded to truſt 
themſelves upon theſe floats of timber, till My. Hill went 
firſt himſelf and convinced them that it was practicable. 
In his paſſage down the river, he met with freſh obſtacles, 
but none to deject him. The timber oft ſtuck on rocks 


-Which roſe in ſome places almoſt to the ſurtace of the 


water, 
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* 
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water, but even theſe proved not immoveable. When the 
river was at the loweſt ebb, theſe rocks appeared bare, at 
which time Mr. Hill during ſome ſpace, cauſed large fires 
to be kept upon them, afterwards water to be thrown 
upon theſe rocks whilft red with heat, by which means 
they were eaſily broke down. Thus a free paſſage was 
opened for the floats, and large quantities of timbet 
brought away, out of which an entire ſhip was afterwards 
built. td TO | bn 

at Whilſt in Scotland, the Magiftrates of Inverneſs made an 
elegant entertainment for Mr. Hill, and at the ſame time 
complimented him with the freedom of that place, which 


a favour was likewiſe offered him at Aberdeen. wa 

* During his ſtay in the North he wrote a Poem entitled 
ew . | 70 

. Taz PROGRESS of Wir, full of genteel praiſe, but not 
on i little ting' d with farcaſm and keen allegorical ſatire, which 


2 much chagrined Mr. Pope, who deſerved it as being the 

aggreſſor in his Dunciad. This brought on a paper war 
to which might be called The battle -of the Poets, and ended 
not much to the reputation of Mr. Pope. The following 
nes may ſerve as a ſpecimen of the Poem. _ 


Tuneful Alexis on the Thames? fair fide, 
th The Ladies play-thing,-and the Muſes pride, 
| With merit popular, with wit polite, | 
he 4D: SP 
Eaſy tho' vain, and elegant tho? light: 


12 Deſiring, and de ſerving other's praiſe, 

oe Poorly accepts a fame he ne'er repays : 

| 9 Unbera to cheriſh, SNzakincLy APPROVES, 

— And wants the ſoul to ſpread the worth he loves. 

- Mr. Pope by way of recantation, ſays in a letter to Mr. 
Hill; 

ler : 


1ſt That the letters A. H. were apply'd to you in the 


nc papers I did not know (for I ſeldom read them) I heard it 
je. © only from Mr. Savage, as from yourſelf, and ſent my 
= * aſſurances to the contrary : but I don't ſee how the an- 
| 6 


ks notator on the D. could have rectified that miſtake pub- 
he NN ib eld © * lickly 
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lickly, without particularizing your name in a book where 
I thought it too good to be inſerted, &c.? 
And in another place he ſays, 


Il I ſhould imagine the Dunciad meant you a real com- 


« pliment, and fo it has been thought by many who have 
« aſk'd to whom that paſſage made that oblique panegyric, 
As to the notes, I am weary of telling a great truth, 


* which is, that I am not the author of them, &c. 
To which Mr. Hill made this reply: 


As to your oblique panegyric, I am not under ſo blind 
© an attachment to the goddeſs I was devoted to in the 
«£ Dunciad, but that I know it was a commendation; tho 
a dirtier one than I wiſhed for; who am neither fond 
© of ſome of the company in which I was liſted—the noble 
reward, for which I was to become a diver ;--- the alle- 
© gorical muddineſs in which I was to try my ſkill ;—nor 
© the inſtitutor of the games you were ſo kind to alloy 
© mea ſhate in, &c. 5 | | 

About the ſame time Mr. Hill wrote a poem called 
Apvice To PoErs; in which he does not forget Mr. Pope; 
but in an addreſs to his Muſe, he thus introduces him : 

- 


I feel her now. —Th' invader fires my breaſt : 
And my ſoul ſwells, to ſuit the heav'nly gueſt. 
Hear her, O Pope !—She ſounds th' inſpir'd decree 
Thou great arch-angel of wit's heav'n! for thee! 
Let vulgar genii, ſour'd by ſharp diſdain, 

Piqu'd and malignant, words low war maintain, 
While every meaner art exerts her aim, 

O'er rival arts, to lift her queſtion'd fame; 

Let half-ſoul'd Poets ſtill on Poets fall, | 
And teach the willing world to ſcorn them all. 
But, let no Muſe, pre-eminent as thine, 

Of voice melodious, and of torce divine, 

Stung by wits, waſps, all rights of rank forego, 
And turn, and ſnarl, and bite, at every fce. 
No,—like thy own Ulyſſes, make no ſtay, 
Shun monſters—and purſue thy ſtreamy way. 
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In 1731 he brought on Drury-lane ſtage, his favourite 
Tragedy of Atbelwold, which is highly finiſhed, bounds 
with moral inſtruction, forcible expreſſion and good ſenſe, 
ſuch as will prove agreeable to every polite reader. It is 
founded on the ſame ſubject with his tragedy of Elfrid, the 
employ only of one week, which he called, © an unpruned 
« wilderneſs of fancy, with here and there a flower among 
the leaves; but without any fruit of judgment. | 
That year he met with the greateſt ſhock, that affliction 
ever gave him; in the loſs of one of the moſt worthy of 
wives, to whom he had been married above twenty years. 


The following epitaph he wrote, and purpos'd for a 
monument which he deſigned to erect over her grave. 


Enough, cold ſtone! ſuffice her long-lov'd name; 
Words are too weak to pay her virtues claim. 
Temples, and tombs, and tongues, ſhall waſte away, 
And power's vain pomp, in mould'ring duſt decay. 
But e' er mankind a wife more perfect fee, 

Eternity, O Time! ſhall bury thee. 


He was a man ſuſceptible of love, in its ſublimeſt ſenſe; 
as may be ſeen by his letters, and in a poetical deſcription 
of that paſſion, which he has given in his poem called THE 
PicTurE or Love ; (from whence the following lines 
are taken) 

No wild deſire can this proud bliſs beſtow, 

Souls muſt be match'd in heav'n, tho* mix'd below. 


In 1735 he was concerned in a paper called the Promp- 
ter, calculated to inſtruct the actors, and to reform the- 
atrical amuſcments. 

The ſame year he formed a play chiefly founded on 
the Zara of Monfieur Voltaire; this performance is executed 
in a maſterly manner, and worthy the peruſal of every 
Chriſtian, It was firſt exhibited in York-buildings, where 
Mr. Bond, to whom Mr. Hill gave the profits ariſing from 
the performance, filled the character of Laſgnan, and put 
the audience in fear, left in reality he ſhould die when 
be 
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he attempted only a mock death. Before the run of the 
play was over he convinced chem that their fears were 
not groundleſs, for he died, never more to die, and left his 
heirs to ſhare che profits he could not carry with him. 


The ſame winter this Play was brought on the Stage 
in Drury - lane, where the part of Zara was filled by Mrs. 
Cibber, at whch time ſhe firſt ſnewed the public how ſhe 
could excel in Tragedy. | 


The Poet, inftead of taking the uſual adyantages ariſing | 


from his copy-right of this Play, then worth one hundred 
guineas, compliments the bookſeller with it in the fol- 
loving letter to Mr. Chet wood. | 
8. 
<« I have an invincible objection, againſt leaving you 
ce the refuſal of Zara, (which my nephew tells me you 
<& deſire:) and that is, becauſe it is certainly much more 
* reaſonable I ſhould offer you the acceptance of it. 
e Pleaſe, therefore, to receive it as a preſent: for 
c under the bookſellers* want of a law, as things now 
* ſtand, to ſecure them in the property of their copies, it 
ce were a kind of poetical felony to make you pay fora 
* chance of being plunder'd without remedy. I am, Sir, 
Weſtminſter your moſt humble ſervant, a 
Nov. 8th, 1733. * HF LL. 


In 1736 he brought on at the Theatre in Lincoln s-Inu. 
Fields another Tragedy, called Aaira, originally wrote by 
the ſame French author. Theſe two Plays have been 

deemed an improvement of the French ones, as was ac- 
knowledged by Voltaire himſelf, | 


In 1737 he publiſhed a Poem, called the Tears of ib 


Muſes, compoſed of general ſatire, which ſets the vices and 
follies of mankind in a proper light, andeontributes much 
to the amendment and real benefit of the world. 


„ The year following he grew tired of the noiſe anc 
hurry attendant on the inhabitants of London; where, 2 
Denham lays, — N ben 
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Where with like haſte, though ſeveral ways they run, 

Some to undo, and ſome to be undone ; 
and ſettled at Plaiſtow in Eſſex, where he lived to his own 
taſte, purſued his ſtudies without interruption, and 
amuſed himſelf at leiſure hours with his children, or his 
garden. Many experiments he made, and ſpent much 
time and money in order to bring to perfection the Art 
of making potaſb, bought with vaſt ſums from Ruſſia, 
but the much hoped fruits of this toil died with the im- 


prover of this art. | 
In 1743 he publiſhed the Fanciad, an Heroic Poem, 


In 1746 he publiſhed a Poem on Faith ; the following 
lines will diſcover his ſentiments on that elevated ſubject. 


What then muſt be believ'd? Believe God kind, 
To fear were to offend him. Fill thy heart 

With his felt laws ; and act the good he loves. 
Rev'rence his pow'r. Judge him but by his works: 
Know him but in his mercies. Rev'rence too 

The moſt miſtaken ſchemes that mean his praiſe, 
Rev'rence his prieſts for ev'ry prieſt is his, — 

Who finds him in his conſcience. —— 


In 1747 he publiſhed the Art of Acting, a Poem. 


The ſame year his Tragedy, called Merope, was brought 
on the ſtage at Drury-lane. In his preface to this piece 
he ſays, atter very juſtly cenſuring Voltaire for having re- 
preſented the Engliſh as incapable of Tragedy, 


* Toſuch provoking ſtimulations I have the owed in- 
ducement to retouch, for Mr. Voltaire's uſe, the characters 
in his high boaſted Merope ; and I have done it on. a 
plan as near his own as I could bring it with a ſafe con- 
ſcience, that is to ſay, without diſtaſte ro Engliſh audiences, ' 

Vo, I. ("—"M ng This 
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This piece, the laſt he ever wrote, he dedicated to Lord 
Bolingbroke. There is in it a melancholy thread of fatal 
prophecy of his own approaching diſſolution. 


Cover'd in fortune*s ſhade, I reſt reclin'd ; 

My griefs all ſilent; and my joys reſign'd. 

With patient eye life's evening gloom ſurvey : 

Nor ſhake th* out-haſt'ning ſands ; nor bid 'em ſtay. 
Yet, while from life my ſetting proſpects fly, 

Fain wou'd my mind's weak offspring ſhun to die. 


Fain wou'd their hope ſome light through time explore; 


The name's kind paſport when the man's no more. 


Whilſt this play was in rehearſal an illneſs ſeized him ; 


from the tormenting pains of which he had ſcarce an | 
hour's intermiſſion 3 and after making trial of all he | 
thought could be of fervice to him in medicine, he had 


recourſe to his native air of London, but was then paſt 


all recovery, from what was believed to be an inflamma- | 


tion in the kidneys; which his intenſe application to 


ſtudy might probably lay the foundation of, — When | 
in town, he had the comfort of being honoured with the | 
viſits of the moſt worthy and eſteemed among his | 
friends; but he was not permitted many weeks to taſte | 


that bleſſing. : 


His Royal Highneſs the late Prince of Wales had the 


great goodneſs to command the play of Merope to be | 
performed for the benefit of the Author, of which | 
Mr. Hill juſt lived ſufficient time to expreſs his } 
grateful acknowledgments, ——— On the day be- 


Ll 


fore it was ta be repreſented he died, in the very 
minute of the earthquake, the 8th of February 1749, 
which he ſeemed ſenſible of, though then deprived of ut- 
terance. Had he lived two days longer, he had been 
ſixty-five ycars old. He endured a twelve month's tor- | 

ment 


ac 
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ment of body, with a calmneſs that confeſs'd a ſupe-/ 
riority of ſoul ! He was interred in the ſame grave with 
her the moſt dear to him when living, in the great 
cloiſter of Weſtminſter - Abbey, near the Lord Godolphin' If 
tomb. | 

It may be truly faid of Mr. Hill, he was a great and 
general writer; and had he been poſſeſt of the eſtate he 
was intitled to, his liberality had been no leſs extenſive 
than his genius. But often do we ſee misfortune's clouds 
obſcure the brighteſt ſunſhine. a 


In the later part of his life, Mr. Hill purpoſed to 
1; make a general publication of his works, after he had 
n MY finiſhed ſome pieces then in hand, which employed his 
ze time, till the ſtroke of death put an end to his worldly 
d cares. Amongſt the dramatic pieces, he left the Tra- 
& WW gedy of the Roman REVENOE, which deſerves to be 
2- WJ firſt mentioned; this the generous Lady Bab. Montague 
o patronized and cauſed to be brought on the ſtage at 
n Bath, giving the profits to his family. This play a 
1e gentleman of eminence in the literary world, ſays, 
is founded on the ſtory from which Shakeſpear wrote his 
te ¶ Julius Ceſar, but has not one line or ſentiment of Shakeſpear, 
and yet every line and ſentiment in it would do credit to 
Shakeſpear. Nor is this gentleman ſingular in his 
opinion, witneſs the teſtimony of the late Lord Boling- 
broke, who in a letter to the Author has called it one 
+ | of the nobleſt drama's that our language or any age can 


boaſt. 


MzxLin IN Love, a Pantomime Opera, Mr. Hill 
left in manuſcript, which makes a part of the following 
2! WF work, and ſeems calculated to pleaſe an Engliſh 
audience, 


Muſes in Mourning. one of his poſthumous pieces, is 
a comic Opera poetically whimſical, has ſome fatire in 
b 2 5 
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it, which appears levelled at the ftage, but not cal. 
culated ſo much for repreſentation as for cloſet amuſe. 
ment, 

Snake in the Graſs is another dramatice piece rather 
more ſatirical than the former. 
Another performance he left, which is ſingularlyl 
humorous, tho* ſomething like the Chorus's of Shale 
ſpear *twas deſigned as an interlude to Zara, which! 
would make a variety, and turn it into a Tragi- comedy, 
but would rob the play of the majeſty with which it ap- 
pears as a Tragedy. 

Thus have I mentioned all I know of the late Mr, 
Hill, and ſhall take leave of the public with the 


wards of Loid Clarendon, which with propriety cannot Mi 
be more juſtly applied than to Mr. Hill. He that live Mi 
ſuch a life needs be leſs anxious at how ſhort warning it is taten M. 
from him. | - 

| 
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Faciunt graviora, His 
mperio ſerus, minimimque Libidine peccant, Juv. Sat. 6. 
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Tor HE MOST NOBLE 8 
The Marquiſs of KEN T, 


Lord Chamberlain of her Maj eſtys Houſhold, &c. 


My Lox, 


HAT diſtinguiſhing Nobleman, to 
| whom I firſt owed the honour of 
an introduction to your Lordſhip's know- 
ledge, and was pleaſed to recommend a 
tragedy of mine, knew well, that the po- 
liteneſs of your taſte, as well as the digni- 

of your office, mark'd you out as a 
perſon doubly quality'd for the patronage 
of ſuch labours, as not meeting their old 
encouragement from the humour of the 
any, muſt be obliged to ſeek it from the 
judgment of the few. 
I remember, *twas your Lordſhip's opi- 
nion, that tragedy, in general, would for 
ſome time be leſs ſucceſsful on the ſtage, 
than in the cloſet. The town has been as. 
favourable to me, as I cou'd preſume to 


wiſh, when a perſon of your Lordſhip's 
| x B 2 | pe- 


iv DE DIC ATI ON. 


penetration had paſs'd that judgment on 
the ſubject; and if the play may now re- 
ceive the private honour of you in the pe- 
ruſal, I ſhall look upon its ſucceſs as com- 
pleated in the higheſt manner, and may 
thence take encouragement to endeavour 


at comedy, the eaſieſt way of ri in 


my weak opinion. 
I preſent this Poem to your hands, not 
only, as an offering of reſpect, but as a 


debt of duty. It is the firſt dramatic eſſay 
I have made public, and cou'd therefore 
ſeek no other patron, without a manifeſt 


injuſtice to your Lordſhip, under whoſe 
judicious direction the drama flouriſhes, 
and to whoſe power and noble care we 


owe the preſent morality of our ſtage, and 


growing excellence of all theatrical enter- 
tainments. 


May your Lordſhip long live happy, 


and enjoy the fruits of your glorious en- 


deavours, in the loud applauſe, which 


will be ever given you by the favourers 


of morality, when they ſhall find the ſtage 
reform'd, and know, that the MARS 


OF 1 is he to whom they owe that 


reformation. 


My 


+ py Mg | radon 
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DE DICATION. v 
MY Loxy, | | 
I talk not now, as an addreſſer to your 
perſon, but an admirer of your mind: the 
hero who conquers enemies abroad, 1s not 
more a Patriot, than he who ſubdues 
prophaneneſs and immorality at home; 
the firſt protects us from an outward dan- 
ger, the laſt preſerves, us from an inward 
ruin. 3 | | < 
J have no other encouragement to hope 
your {miles upon this play, than the de- 
pendence I have on your affection to every 
thing whoſe deſign is 2ngral. To plead 
in the defence of what is to have the ho- 
nour of appearing before ſo juſt a judge, 
wou'd argue me of folly and preſumption; 
I ſubmit entirely to the ſentence you ſhall 
pleaſe to paſs, and only aſk the liberty to 
take upon me a title I am proud of, which 
ö, of being 


b My Lox, Wn 

8 Your Lordſhip's 

e moſt obedient, and 

; moſt humble ſervant, 
it 
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Spoken by Mr. K E EN. 


F TS ſaid 155 ſome, who leaſt your wiſdom know, 
That you forget to pity ſcenes of woe. 

Groundleſs miſtakes, and are to ſcorn reſi Eu d, 

Who judge thus lightly of the female mind. 

For Tragedies are your peculiar care, 

They touch, they rev'rence, and they raiſe the fair. 

T he Comic "Muſe but makes your frailties known, 

The Tragic calls all power and praiſe your own. 

In that ſhown ſlaves of every fond deſire, 

In this, fix d ſtars, enreb'd in ſparkling fire ! 

Can ye, (tis wrong to aſk it) ſlight your friend, 

Or woy'd ye, to your foe, your influence lend. 

The bluſhing circle hears me, with diſdain, 

And conſcious taſte and beauty hold their reign, 

For you, ſupporters of your country's fame, 

Whom love of arts and arms and ſenſe inflame. 
To-night our author tells an Engliſh ftory, 

And brings your anceſtors to life before ye 

Heroes, whoſe blood and worth deſcends to you, 

Ev'n to the hiſtory there's ſome reverence due; 

| You know, who profit with your Pleaſure love, ; 

The ſtage ſhou'd both divert us and improve; 

Hid in the ſcene, example ſhould prevail, 

And the couch'd moral enter with the tale; 

On it, and ſmile upon deſigns like theſe, 

Pleaſure ſhall elevate, and pain fhall pleaſe. 

With finew'd ſenſe our future ſcenes ſhall ſhine, 

And the low ſtrain give place to the divine; 

Your wiſh? applauſe ſhall war with folly wage, 

Ana riſing virtue n the ſtage. 
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AA Tm got looſe 


Spoken by Miſs SanTLOw, running out up- 
on the Stage, as if ſhe had been forcibly with 
held. The firſt EPILo ux ſhe ever ſpoke. 


Now follow, if you dare, 
I have friends here will think me worth their care. 
Wau'd ye believe it, Sirs? —— The croſs-grain'd poet, 
Ay, frown, I care not ——T he whole houſe ſhall know it; 
The gracelzfs, grave, nnlov'd, unloving— rogue, 
Thought me too young to ſpeak his Epilogue. 
That a mans reaſon !-—That Pm young,” I know, 
But, pray, am I the worſe for being jo ? | 
Hang me if I don't. fit him for it fairly, 
He truſted me—and Vll betray bin rarely. 
I came to plead bis cauſe, but while 1 ſtay, 
PII recommend my parts, and not his play; 
In comedy they tell me I am proof, | 
You ſay Pve air, I know Ive tongue enough. . 
Fain wou'd I once in tragedy be try d, ! 


Fain wou'd I make a fair inconſtant bride, 
Ab! I'm as ſoft a nymph as ever dy d; 
See there nato! Were not thoſe words finely {Poke ? 
Now for ſome god or goddeſs to invoke. 
Tell me, ye mighty Pow'rs, who reign on high, 
If Heav'n &er thinks on poets fell me why —— c 
This bard durſt ſlight a maid ſo bright as I. 
Im quite tranſported ! See, — T ve found the way, 
Ob! how He'll wiſh, Pd acted in his play! 
That thought will ting Don't you his fate decree, 
Leave the ſweet act of my revenge tome, © 
Girls of my courage can ſuch wonders do, 
As cou'd defeat him —— h upheld by you, 
B 4 Perz 
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OR THE 


oy bal | 

Fair Inconſtant. 
— — 2 : — 

1 

SCENE, a Bower, Athelwold and Elfrid, 


A Athelwold. 
H! would the wanton world be bleſt like me! 
Like me, be lov'd, and loving thirſt of change 
Were thirſt of miſery, marriage wou'd charm, 
And the retentive taſte kept firm by joy, 
Find innocence, and happineſs in one. _ 
Eff. And will you always be thus kind, my Lord? 
Always thus charming? ever thus ſincere ? 
May not reflection freeze this marriage neftar? 
Will not deep draughts of love taſte bitterer, think you, 
When mix'd too long with pleaſure's wormwood, wife? 
 Athel. Wife was the gift of Heav'n. to make earth ſmile. 
When in his Maker's likeneſs, man firſt roſe, - | 
And wond'ring angels gaz'd on the new form, 
Proclaiming him perfection's utmoſt boaſt, 
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To prove his glorious pow'r unlimited. 1 

Ev'n from the late - made man, man's mighty Maker 
Stamp'd a new form, ſtill nearer to his own ; 

That form was woman, and that woman, wife. 


Woman, like fweet May dews on ſummer's droughts, 
Breathes her all- ſoftening influence; peace, and reſt - -- 


Are woman's gifts to man ; when toils, and cares 
Have worn our weary ſouls, woman, dear woman, 
Is nature's downy pillow of repoſe. - 
Elf. What muſt man be, if woman be thus charming? 
Athel. Man is a ſtaff for your ſoft ſex to lean on, | 
The prop, your beauty's tender ſtalk is bound to, 
The wall, to yield your branching vine a ſhelter: 
Man is the circled oak; woman the ivy,  _ 
Elf. Long may my willing ivy bind you mine [ Em- 
8 | DD | bracing him, 
Atbel. Love, built on charms like Elfrid's,cannotchange. 
For you I left immortal Edgar's court; 
For you forſook the ſun-ſhine of his favour ; 
Happier to live in ſhades, where no beams enter 
But theſe, your ſmiling beauty darts to bleſs me. 
Elf. The ſun ſhall ſooner ceaſe to give back day, 
Than Ito love my doubting Athelwold : 
I call you doubting, and you doubt indeed ! 
Or ſince I vow my love no leſs than yours, 
Why do I hold you abſent from the court? 
You call it ſun-ſhine, and it muſt be bright, 
Since it has ſingle flars, which like my Athelwold, 
Outſhine the rival light through which I ſee em. 
Athel. Falſe lights! thoſe courtly ſtars and gaudy no- 
The meaneſt cottager, that tills thy lands, [things! 


In one ſhort moment knows more ſolid bliſs, 


Than ages give thoſe courtiers. 
EF. Yet they live, | 


As if the world knew none, ſo bleſs'd as they. 


Athel, Let that, As if, keep place in thy remembrance, 
Three ſuch As it's may ſerve to keep a courtier 3 br 
(ot 
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He talks, As if he would be friend to virtue, 
He acts, As if he had no aim, but vice, 
He glitters, glow- worm: like, As if he flam'd, 
Yet no fire has about him. 

Elf. But my Lord., Fs >. 
Does not diſtinguiſh'd honour balance well 
For ſome ſuppos'd demerits ? | 

Athel. Think not fo. 1 
Falſe honour, like a comet, blazes broad, 


But blazes for extinction. Real merit 
| Shines like th' eternal ſun, to ſhine for ever. 


Enter Ordgar. 


Ordgar! my friend! beyond my hope how k:nd ! 
Sudden to claſp the wiſh we thought remote, 
Adds ecſtaſy to happineſs | 
Ordg. My Lord, I hunted with the King to-day, © 
In the wide foreſt that ſurrounds your Taviſtock ;_ 
And, while I rode more cloſe than he ſuſpected, 
O'er heard him whiſper Egbert, that his purpoſe 
Was to ſurpriſe enamour'd Athelwold; 
The Lords who follow'd him were all diſmiſs'd, 
But Egbert only, who attends him hither. 
I took a private road, and ſpar'd no ſpurring, 
I left them on the foreſt verge, and judge, 
I have not much outrode 'em. 
Elf. Hither ? hither ? | 
Is the King coming hither, ſaid you, Sir? 
Ordg. Ere half an hour can paſs, he mult be here. 
Athtl. He takes us unprepared ! 
Orag. He choſe to do fo. 
 Athel, But tell me, Ordgar, does Lord Egbert's int'reſt 
Increaſe or wane at court ? | 
Orag. It riſes daily. 
All honeſt men are griev'd to ſee your abſence 


Live envy opportunity to ſtain 


An orb your modeſt excellence adorn'd. 
Athel, 


mY 
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Athel. He is your rival in Ordelia's love! 
Ordg. I cannot tear a rival, ſuch as Egbert; 
Ordelia is too wiſe, and weighs pretenſion: 
She knows that the diſboneſt cannot love, 
Their paſſion has a flame — but it burns dirty, 
Dim'd by its ſulphur, as the lights (they ſay) 
Burn blue when ſpirits, in their walks, approach em. 
Permit me to her ſight, love waſtes no moments; 
And you, who late felr hopes, and fears, can pardon 
Another's juſt impatience. 
Athel. Love befriend you. 
Ef. What pauſe you on, my Lord ? 
Athel. Oh! Elfrid! Elfiid! 
Elf. What wou'd my Lord? 
Athel. I would be happy, Elfrid; 
Elf. Alas, you faid, you was ſo! 
Atbel. True, I was ot 
But oh ! how better *rwere to ſay, I am? 
Thou, Elfrid, be-my boſom comforter, 
Thou calm at once, tempeſt and of my ſoul ! 
Thou haſt a fea of pity, pour it on me, 
And do not blaſt a wretch, who err'd to bleſs thee. 


EIf. Defend me, Heav'n! his aſpect ſpeaks diſtraction 


His colour comes, and goes, and his eyes tremble! 
Tis madneſs ſure ! 

Athel. *Tis worſe than madneſs, Elfrid! 
Anguiſh and guilt wage war upon my ſoul, 
And tear all quiet fromme. 

Elf. What means my Lord ? 

Oh! let me ſhare your grief! 

Athel. Wou'dſt thou do that, 
I ſhould feel none; all grief that ſtrikes my heart, 
Muſt reach it either through, or from thy ſelf. 
Now, Elfrid ! ſteel thy ſoul with expectation 
Of what wou'd moſt diſtract it, for I know thee, 
Thou haſt no fault but one, and that's ambition; 
And my curs'd fate will ſtrike that ill-tun'd ſtring 
Whoſe jarr may raiſe a diſcord, worſe than death! 
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Elf. If grief muſt come by me, rejoice for ever; 
wou'd heap bleſſings round you, but keep pains 
n my own right not yours ; this, this is love ! 
hen did I let you ſigh in vain ? Yet, ſee, 
ſhed unpitied tears, for your unkindneſs ! 
Athel. Elfrid! I dare believe thee chaſte as ſnow 3 + - 
know thee ſoſter than the breeze of ſpring z 
Kinder than billing turtles ; yet I fear thee 
hat will not curs'd ambition work in woman 
Ambition firſt taught angels to rebell ; 
\nd woman looks but like *em : pity me, 
For I ſhall breathe a ſecret thro' thy ſoul, 
hat will alarm this enemy to reſt. _ 
uard thee, my Elfrid ! call to thy aſſiſtance 
ove, honour, duty, all the ſtrength of woman; 
For thou wilt need it all, to prop ſorgiveneſs. 
Elf. When love, and honour leave me, leave me life, - 
Nay, leave me thou, more dear than life's beſt joys, 
Leave me, my guardian angel, and my fame 
Abel. Oh | words to palliate woe! and ſoften death 
Sit down, thou, what would'ſt thou be call'd? Thou wife! 
For wife, howe'er miſ-rated by the vain, 
Is ſure the ſofteſt name, that love can give thee ! 
Here let us fit; and now, my Elfrid, ſay, 
Cou'dſt thou quit fame, to keep thy Athelwold ? 
EIf. I would, to keep thee thus, forego name, note, 
Joy, pleaſure, peace, and happineſs conjoin'd ; 
But oh! that cannot be, for peace and joy, 
And everlaſting pleaſure dwell in thee, 
For thee, were | poſſeis'd of diadems, 
I would exchange my crowns for rural crooks, 
And follow grazing flocks, to follow thee, 
Rather than fill a throne, and reign without thee. 
Athel. Go thou, pale monſter Fear! ſtalk thou away, 

Leave my charm'd boſom free for none, but Elfrid; 
Oh! thou endearing ſpecimen of Heav'n ! 
Thou, ——I wou'd call thee ſome what higher till ! 
But, when my thoughts reach thither, truth dwells —_ 
An 


„ 


— we 5 : « _<o-> 2 
—— - 


129 
— —— 


2 , 8 
— —— — oo — — 
— 


A 
1s 
| - 

k 3 
f 
© 
5 


> 
"ILY 


2 jo > : 
N . 
tow et ew - ws — 


© op. * 1 hs — 1 * — 
——ͤ—ñ)——U— — — — —5u. 2 — 2 — — 
: Pore — = TV * 1 IS 


FP. — ———6— ͤ — — * r 
_—__ — « —— — > pr rr 


a ; Me 
R N 7 
— * — — — _ — 


And echoes back th* enrapturing name of WOMAN; 
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Thou VOMA N, therefore! oh! thou lovelieſt OMAN! 

Ef. Shall I not know this ſecret, gentle love? 

Abel. Will I know any thing, unknown to thee ? 
Thou art my ſoul, thou keep'ſt my key of thought; 
How can its ſecrets, then, be hid from thee ! | 
Yes! I will tell thee, tho* my death ſucceeds it; 

Thou know'ſt, whenever thou employ'ſt thy thoughts 
So kindly, to remember aught of me; | 
That, juſt before the Duke, thy father, dy'd, 

I came, a ſtranger to his houſe, and thee. 

Elf. To practile thoſe engaging courtly arts, 
Which ſoon won mine, and next, my father's will, 
That, after your enjoin'd return to court, 

Jou ſhou'd come back to marriage rites, and me, 

Athel. I did ſo, Elfrid ; but, to bleſs myſelf, 

Then curs'd my Sov*reign with the loſs of thee; 
For, know, the charmer who is now my wife, 
Had I been faithful, ſhou'd have been my Queen, 
And ſhar'd the bed of Edgar, England's King! 
Ef. Alas, what dream is this? I Edgar's Queen! 

Athel. Thou wert already Queen of his touch'd heart; 
Fame blew her trumpet hoarſe, to ſound thy beauty; 
Cornwall in thee poſleſs'd a weſtern magnet, 

That had attracted hearts and eyes that way, 
More than the northern ere drew needles t'other ! 
Thy loud-tongu*d praiſe had long ae Elgar ear ; 

Edgar | who never heard of beauty, but he wiſh'd it! 
A Prince, the juſteſt, nobleſt of the earth, 

In all things, love excepted ! there he ſtarts, — 
Fickle, and fierce, as wavering whirlwinds blow, 

He flames for empty form, and thence, his fire, 

Like heaps of ſtraw, ſoon kindling, ſoon burns out, 

EI. Is this then royal Edgar's character? 

Athel. I need not tell thee I was truſted by him, 

The known, the darling object of his favour ; 

One day he call'd me to him, and ſpoke thus, 

Report grows hcurly louder of this daughter, 
LEY Whom | 
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Whom Cornwall's ſonleſs Duke muſt heireſs leave 


Of all his vaſt poſſeſſions—See this Elfrid, 

And note her in my right truſt your honour ; 

Go, mark and judge her beauty.—If in truth 

She weighs but half the vaſtneſs of her fame, 

I'll make her, what her merits claim, my Queen, 

Elf. [Afide) Fate! what a mighty fortune have Imiſs'd! 

To Athel. ] So then you came not to our houſe by choice, 
But, ſent, to judge of me? 

Athel. And how I judg'd, , 

My ſighs, my looks, my pray'rs, and vows inform'd thee! 
Elf. But pray what anſwer did you bear the King? 
Athel. Oh! think on all the arts that love ere us d 

To gain the object lov'd ! thoſe arts were mine! 

I told him you were fair, indeed, and good, 

But funk you far, oh, very far beneath N 

What akeing conſcience felt you. Oh! forgive me, 

»Twas eaſy ſtill to win on his belief 5 

For my advantage; I perſuaded him 

You were not form'd for majeſty, tho' rich— 

But as I had receiv'd ſome hints of favour, 

I doubted -not I might myſelf obtain you. 

The kind, conſenting Prince, at once let looſe 

Th' unfix'd and fleeting image of his fancy, 


And as we give moſt eaſily the ſums 


We ſee not, bleſs'd me with a prize unknown.— 
This for the paſt; what comes I dare not think. 
The King! the am'rous King, my Elfrid, ob! 
Let not the gay, the amorous Edgar ſee thee! 
Temptation is the gate, that lets in guilt. 
Elf. Nay, now, my Athelwold, you are unkind! 
There is no merit, where there is no trial 
And, till experience ſtamps the mark of ſtrength, 
Cowards may pals for heroes, faith for falſchood. 
Athel. Woman is led to yield, as well as conquer, 
And ſhou'd not hazard peace, by meeting danger ! 
Elf. To let thee ſee how much I really love, 
Spite of my injui#d heart, I will obey ; 8 


r R F'D: Or. 
Obedience is a galling weight on woman, 
And leaves no room to doubt, that love goes with it. 
Athel. Ordelia, thy kind ſilter ſhall appear 
Ordelia— moderately fair but good, | | 
Beyond all moderate meaſure— ſhe ſhall ſave me, 
She ſhall conſent to perſonate my Elfrid, 
While thou ſhalt in her chamber veil chy ſun-ſhine, 
Till, with to-morrow's dawn, the King departs. 
E 'f. Bur we forget that Egbert's with the King. 
Abel. He loves your ſiſter, caution her to ſoothe 
His amorous hope, and tempt him into ſecrecy. 


FE. Enter a Servant. | | 8 


Serv. My Lord ! the King, attended by Fart Egbert, 
And ſome few guards, this moment is is alighted 
At the court gate 
Athel. O fly — my Elfrid, fly) [ Exit bali 
Elf. | Alone. ] — Why, what a hill of glory had I climb'd, 
Had not this Athelwold deceiv'd my love! 
A Queen! by Heav'n ! there's ſomething in the name, 
Thar ſtrikes a glow of unknown rapture through me, 
Rais'd as the crown the ſtars deſign'd my ſoul. 
Well! end it as it may !—But how Perhaps 
This Athelwold may die! I do nor wiſh it, 
He makes a good, kind, faithful, ſubject huſband, 
Were he a King, I ſhou'd not wiſh him more! 
here's ſomething heav'nly in that word, a Ning! 
And every god-like boſom burns for power; 
For power, the darling attribute of Heav'n 
He comes Ob, ſtep! oh, mien! oh, glorious Majeſty! [ Exit 
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Re-enter Athelwold ; with the King, Egbert, and guards. 


King. Nay, we well know your modeſty k low you, 
That we allow it not; when one, fo brave, 
So juſt, fo wiſe, ſo lJov'd as Athelwold, 
Retires to ſolituges, courts ſigh to miſs him; 1 
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And ſince you wou'd not viſit 4s, we come 
To give you one night's trouble for a puniſnment. 
Athel. Honours, too great, and undeſerv'd, from Kings, 
Silence a ſubject's tongue; now my poor houſe 
Will, from this time, be look'd on worth mens notice, 
When they ſhall know, the Macy of W 
Was pleas'd to grace its walls ! 
King. Sweet is your houſe, 
And ſweet the country's charms, whoſe groves allure, 


Let fail to ſhade a worth ſo bright as yours! 
But there's, I think, another charm that binds you, 


I ought; to give you joy of a new life; 
You married ſince we ſaw you! 

Athel. Sir, I did; 
My wife will hear the honour, we receive, 
With too: much gratitude and ſenſe of duty, 
To be long abſent from your princely feet. 

King. Believe us, Athelwold, we hold you dear, 
Nor cou*d forget your merit in your abſence, 
I met a paſt, with letters of importance: 
Guide me to where 1 may, tor ſome few moments, 
Find leiſure for replyal. 

Athel. This way, Sir, 
Will lead your Majeſty to the beſt part 1 8 
Of a poor pile, o'er-honour'd by = preſence. | 

We boaſt no ſtately ornaments of art. 

King. A 5 s beſt lodging is his ſubjects heart. 

| TI [ Exeunt. 
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"ACT; 


SCENE, Ordelia's chamber. Ordgar and Ordelia, 


S 0:4. T HE great concern you heard my ſiſter's prayer 


Engage me in, requires me to prepare 
For the important part I act to fave her. 
Vol. I, 5 I muſt 
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I muſt take care to caution Egbert ſtrongly, 

Leſt he betray us 

Ordg. Oh! that word, betray! 

What pity *tis rhe ſocial heart of man, 

Form'd to poſſeſs, and ſhine with heav*nly virtues, 

Shou'd licenſe baſe diſtruſt and fears of treachery! 

| _ fear, it is the ague of the ſoul! 

A paſſion man created for himſelf, _ | 

For ſure! that cramp of nature cou'd not. duell 

In the warm realms of glory! 

Ord. But can you, 

Can any man live void of zpnerbenfipa ? 

Ordg. Of apprehenſion, no, but void of jealouſy; 

I wou'd not rate my enemy ſo high, 

As to believe he dares be greatly wicked, 

Till he has wrong'd me into — he is ſo: 

For, let me tell you, Lady! villains fouls 

Shou'd be poſſeſsd of more than mortal courage; 

They who fight men, fight equal enemies, 

But they who war with conſcience, meet ſuch 6dds, 

They loſe by victory; thought, reſt, and ſolitude, 

The balmy relaxations of our care 

Drag their repoſe to torments ; and the wretches 

Are not alone forbid to hope for heav' n, 

But bear a hell about em 
Ord. Well! my Lord, 

I wiſh no baſe deceiver wrongs your . 

Were you betray'd, how wou'd you meet the traitor? 
Orag. As hawks meet ravens, or as hunters wolves, 

He who aſſumes the name of friend to hurt me, 

Out-devils the devil himſelf —For devils are foes, 

Who dare profeſs their purpoſe. 

Ord. Burt in love? 

Is not there ſomewhat to be fear'd in love? | 
Ordg. There leaſt of all; love lives on hope, Ordeli 
Ord. But what it hope proves vain ? 

Ordg. Why then hope dies, 
And muſt be buried in love's falling ruins ; 
When hope proves vain, how vainer is the love, 
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That lives but for deſpairing! I confeſs 
When pity, worth and beauty meet in woman, 
As all meet brightly in Ordelia's charms, 
| *'Tis worth a doubtful lover's patient care, 
To keep hope living to the lateſt gaſp. 
But when loſt pray'rs, vows, tenderneſſes fail, 
He who perſiſts to love, takes pains for ſcorn. 
Ord. I thought a paſſion, violent like love, 
Was not our ſlave, but maſter. 
| Orde. "Tis an error, . 
Love's infant wings are weak, and 'tis our aid 
Firſt lifts the petty tyrant, ere he flies; 
Clip but his growing wings, and he will lead 
Juſt whither we direct him —— 
Ord. You have a rival, 
Wou'd give another definition of it. 
Ordg. Nay, uſe not that ſtale female art, Ordelia, 
To threaten me with tolly's bugbear, rival. 
Women are much to blame, who cloak their wiſhes, 
Perverting modeſty from nature's meaning; 
Her end in that bright virtue, was to join 
To guiltleſs freedom, artleſs innocence 
But modern ladies ſcarce find other uſe 
For the new moulded nymph, than to cloak. nature, 
And by affecting more than Heav'n enjoin'd them, 
Make a ſtiff monſter of the queen of virtues. - 
You are too wiſe not to know this, Ordelia ; 
You know I love you more than Egbert can, 
And I know you «<ſteem me more than him; 
Why therefore nam'd you rival? 
Ord. I muſt own, 
I ſee more worth in you than he can boaſt : | 
But, pray, when gave I you encouragement - 
To hope, much leſs direct my love? 
Ordg. My hope | 
Was born from my opinion of your wiſdom, 
Who knowing Egbert wants my honeſty, 
Muſt know he cannot equalize my love. 
Ord. He promiſes like you, like you pretends 
C 2 To 
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To dare do moſt to gain me. : 
Ordg. How ! pretends! | ; 

Lovers ſhould ſcorn pretence, and dare indeed; 

I ſhou'd be glad, if he durſt ſay to me, 

He dar'd deſerve Ordelia, I would trace him 

Thro' woods and ſtreams, thro' groves of pointed ſteel, 

Tear up the roots of mountains to come at him; - 


And wou'd he then - 
Ord. Hold Sir, you promiſe fairly, 
What labours wou'd you prove to win my heart? 


Ordg. With burſting veins I'd climb *gainſt hills of fire, I 


Were you the prize *twou'd gain me—for your ſake, 

I'd plunge my ſhivering limbs in ſeas of ſnow, 

And ſwim thro? all the freezing lakes of winter : 

Were you a pris'ner, to reſtore your freedom, 

I wou'd ruſh on, and throw my naked breaſt 

Upon the ſpears of armies —— To reach you 

I wou'd tear lions throats, and combat dragons ; 

I wou'd deſcend to hell, cou'd hell retain you; 

But hell wou'd be no hell, when you were there! 

I wou'd do more than fancy can impoſe, 

Or woman wiſh, to gain you—but by Heav'ns, 

The very moment you depos'd your honour, 

I wou'd deſpiſe, forſake, and ſcorn to own you. 
Ord. I ſhou'd deteſt a love, leſs brave than this, 

For he, who flatters vice, can know no virtue. 

I think *tis near the hour my ſiſter nam'd. | 


Enter Athelwold. 


Ordg.W hat ails my friend? you ſeem freighted with care, 
And bear your bill of lading on your brow. | 

Athel. Alas, my Ordgar, had you lov'd, like me, 
And for that love, like me, been prov'd a traitor, 
You'd not have aſk'd me, why my heart is heavy. 
Wilt thou not pity me? but ah! thou can'ſt not! 
He muſt know guilt, like mine, who wou'd conceive 
What torments apprehenſion tears my ſoul with. 
But, bright Ordelia, thou art form'd a woman, 8 
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Woman was caſt in nature's ſofteſt mould, 
And pity is thy ſex's darling paſſion. 

Ord. Your crime was ſmall, my Lord; for mighty love 
Is nature's tyrant paſſion, virtue crembles 
When loves keen arrows are diſcharg'd againſt her; 

You had the King's conſent to marry Eltrid, 
And ſince my ſiſter grieves not, why grieve you? . . 
Athel. Know you my guilt ſo ſoon then Oh Ordelia! 
Deceit is the falſe road to happineſs; _ 
And all the joys we travel to through vice, 
Like fairy banquets vaniſh, when we touch them. 
Had he but known his gift! 
Ordg. By Heav'ns till now / 
I thought, of all Old England's gallant ons, 
The braveſt, nobleſt, was this Althelwold ; 

But by my mother's honour, *tis as falſe 
As thy poor doubts —— Thou art a very coward —— _ 
Athel. The voice of war wou'd not have told me ſo. 

There haſt thou ſeen me ſtep for ſtep with thee, 
Wade deep thro! ſeas of blood to rocks of danger; 
The man, who then had dar'd tell Athelwold, 
He was a coward, had not ſeen him bear it 
Tamely, as guilt and friendſhip bid him now. 

Ordg.” Art thou a traitor then? haſt thou been led 
To act ſome monſtrous crime, ſome ſhock to nature, 
That conſcience and remorſe thus torture thee, 

Thus change thy ſanguine courage into fear, 

Below a woman's paleneſs? 

_ Ord. Fie my Lord 

Friendſhip has loſt her way, when roughneſs meets "A 
Orag. I cannot bear to fee a brave man doubt; 

If ruin threatens, let him meet it greatly, 

Not whine for pains he feels not. Servile doubt 

Argues an impotence of mind, that ſays 

We fear, becauſe we dare not meet misfortunes. - 

Athel. Alas! thou doſt not know the force of palbon, 
How bitter *tis to hazard what we love, - : 

What loſt a moment, muſt be loſt for veel! 
C 3 0 call 
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I call the tongue of heav'n to witneſs for me, 

1 neer befriended vice, nor injur'd virtue; 

Nor ever in the courſe of my paſt life, 

Can charge remembrance with one act, but this, 

Which claims repentance from me — oh! *tis hard, 

One fin, which ſuch temptations too drew on, 

Shou'd damn my future quiet —— _ 

Ord. Good my Lord, 

Judge not ſo raſhly, diffidence offends 

The throne of mercy, and while man diſtruſts 

The gracious help of Heav'n, *tis oft with-held 

To puniſh ſinful doubt. 

Athel. Alas, my friends! 

J ſee my follies, as loſt mariners 

See rocks, when *tis too late to ſhun their danger. 

Juſt now I left the King, who writes alone ; 

And as I paſs'd the hall, the doors all round me 

Creek*d loud, and then like thunder, on a ſudden 

Flew ſtrangely open, thro' each vacant entrance 

A hollow wind came whiſtling ; and a voice, 

Shrill as the midnight ſhrieks of ghoſts in deſarts, 

Cry'd, Athelwold, then groan'd ; then ſhrill again, 

Cry'd, Athelwold, three times with dreadful ſound 

The voice cry'd, Athelwold ; then faintly fell, 

And dy'd in diſtant echoes; ſtrait the doors! 

With noife more frightful than before clapp'd to, 

And left my ſtiffen'd hair, like pikes erect, 

And my chürd ſoul bound up in froſts of wonder ! 
Ordg. Dreams! dreams! mere dreams, by Heav'n! 
Ord. Wild births of fancy ! 

Athel, Ordgar! the King deſigns to * you hence, 

With letters of concern, as far as Plymouth, 

Where certain veſſels lie, expecting orders; 

1 know not certainly, but gueſs the buſineſs 

To be ſome ſudden reſolution taken 

Againſt the rebel Welch! 

Ordg. Another time, 
I ſhow be griev'd to leave Ordelia thus; 


But 
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But now rejoice, becauſe; by leaving her, 
] leave a mad-man's fears in Athelwold ! | 
= hel. In loſing thee, I loſe a guard of honour! _ 
Thy preſence here might curb the ſwing of fate ! 
Friends, always dear, are welcome moſt in woe! 
| _ [Exeunt Athelwold and Ordgar. 


. ” 


Enter Egbert to Ordelia. 


| Egb. Ordelia! brighteſt ſtar, in beauty's ſphere ! 
Your Egbert cannot live, but where you ſhine ; 
Courts, wanting you, are defarts! _ * 
Ord. O, my Lord 
The tongues of courtiers are like jugglers hands: 
Your briſkneſs of addreſs is only us d. 
To make your art admir'd by lookers on, 
The better, while we wonder at your ſkill, 
To paſs falſe play upon us. 
Egb. Ladies beauty 
Is charm enough to ruin worlds of lovers; _ 
But where *tis ſtrengthen'd with a wit, like yours, 
All, but the blind, and deaf, muſt be undone ! * 
Ord. You know, my Lord, to talk of love to me, 
Is to diſcharge thoſe arrows in the air, [EE 
Which, aim'd at proper marks, might win you honour ! 


I am fo great a foe to love, my Lord, 
That was Diana really what we read her, 
I ſhou'd devote my perſon to her ſervice! * 
Egb. Your beauty, and bright form indeed, profeſs 
A nymph, more lovely, than e' er grac'd that goddeſs ! 
But there's a ſwain, I doubt, whoſe pow'rful layͤs 
Wou'd charm you from that ſylvan reſolution | 
The happy Ordgar wou'd not quit you ſo! | 
Ord. I never gave my heart to Ordgar's keeping, 
But am as free, as innocence can make me. 
Egb. Make me the keeper of that innocence, 


Twill loſe no more by my poſſeſſing it | 
| 7 7 4 * Than 
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Than jewels loſe their value, when lock'd up, 
And giv'n to ſervantsꝰ care 

Ord. That word, lock'd up 
Forms an unlucky emblem of my fears; 


The ſingle ſtate, my Lord, like thoſe great Kings | | 


Who, with deſpotic rule, exert their pow'r, 


Knows no dependence, and, thence, knows no fear ; 


But, unconfin'd by laws, in boundleſs ſway, 

Feaſts upon pleaſures, glories, charms, and joys 

The commonwealth of marriage cannot - taſte, | 

But with reſtrain'd permiſſion ! 150 FC 
Egb. Yet thoſe Kings, JOT UNE 

Who raſhly on their own free wills depend, 

And ſcorn the uſeful aid of Counſellors, : 


Are often known to break their ſpring of ag 7. 


By ſcrewing it too high: a partner therefore, 


Not to controul, but Suck the bliſs of life, e352 


Cou'd be no weight on happineſs. 
Ord. But then, 


Kings ſtill have pow” r to chuſe their Codaſellors. 


Tho? they ſubmit to take them. I have choſen. 

Egb. And your fix'd choice is Ordgar? ? 

Ord. Nay, why ſo? 

I do not tell you tis a Man I choſe, 

Egb. You cannot need a female Counſellor, - 
For your whole ſex's wiſdom meets in you ! 
I know *tis Ordgar, for your bluſhes ſay ſo; 
And what can Ordgar do, to gain your love, 

Which Egbert wou'd not double ? | 

Ord, Wou'd you then | 
Oblige me in the grant of one requeſt 1 i 


Egb. Bid me bear torments, and I'll bear 'em ſmiling: 


Bid me loſe life to find your love, and life 
Is doubly found by loſing. 

Ord. My requeſt 
Wears no ſuch rigid keenneſs, as theſe "RY 
But you muſt ſwear to keep the ſecret well! 
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Egb. Forſake me all the joys of heav'n, and earth, 
When I forſake the faith I Moder to keep it | 
0rd. Enough! my ſiſter's huſband is grown jealous, 
That, if the King ſhou'd ſee her, love wou'd follow, 
And, therefore, fearing danger, has injoin'd her 
Not to appear, till the King leaves the houſe ; 
While I muſt take her name, and duty on me : 
This project, none but you can render vain ; 
And tis that ſecret, you have ſworn to keep. 
| b. Tho' I've more cauſe for fear, than Athelwold, 
Yet love, and honour, ſway my mind ſo far, 
That I will favour the deotit, to pleaſe 
The beautiful deceiver.— See! the King! 


Enter the King, Athelwold and Ordgar. 


Athel. The King, my dear, who ever honours me, 
Beyond my hope, or merit, wou'd prevent you 
From paying Majeſty the duty, due, 

And forc'd me to direct to your apartment. | 
Ord. If kneeling thus, before a Prince, like you, 
[ Kneeling. 
Cou'd pay the thouſandth part of that true duty 
I owe your Majeſty, I'd kneel for ever; 
But outward ſigns of duty oft deceive, 
True gratitude 3 is ſeated in the ſoul, 
And there mine flames, with a juſt ſenſe of all, 
That love, and loyalty can bid me pay you! 

King. We mult not ſee ſo fair a ſubject kneel, 
Beauty, and worth, like yours, ſhou'd be kneel'd to 
We cou'd not ride ſo near your reſidence, + ; 
And not take time to make a friendly viſit! _ 

Ord. I wiſh, the entertainment, you'll receive, 
Cou'd equal the high honour, you beſtow , 

But rural cottages are unprepar'd 
To welcome mighty Princes, ſuch as you! 

King. Tho? ſweet retirements ſhade you, Fame took care 

To be the happy bearer of your praiſes ; 
And 


26 Erlen: Oo, 


And in that ſenſe, at leaſt, the lovely Elfrid 

Has been no ſtranger to the court, and me 
Ord. It was a bleſſing, that in any ſenſe, 

So poor a thing, as I, cou'd reach your notice 


Ordg. [ fide.) Elfrid her ſelf cou'd not look more like 


Elfrid, 
Nor more enchant the eyes of all, who ſee ber! 


Athel. [ Aide] So well ſhe acts her part, that wo i 
King. I think, the air's reputed good, you breathe in! 
Abe Your Majeſty's whole kingdom knows no better. 


King. I'm ſorry for it; were it leſs ſo, ſure 


*Twou'd leſs confine you here! Peace too befriends you! 


You cou'd not be thus ſpar'd in rougher times, 
For war wou'd borrow you from vs to ſerve us 
Wou'd you part with him, Lady? 
Ord. Oh. Sir, yes; 
When glory calls, brave men ſpring looſe from Loves ; 
And I poſſeſs a kind of Roman ſoul, 
Which tells me, public ſafety is a plea, 
Shou'd ſilence private int*reſt ! 
King. While you live, 
Britain can never want her Boadicea ! 
I hope, tho' buſineſs interrupts us now, 
You will not give us reaſon to complain, 
That you ſeek ablence from us, while we trouble you. 
Ord. Duty, great Sir, and inclination both, 
Forbid me that omiſſion ! 
King. Pardon us, 
Affairs of ſtate are tyrants o'er Kings pleaſures, 
[ Exeunt all but Ord, 
Ord. Alas! poor Prince ! he ſeems to feel his fate ! 
Kings are at beſt but royal ſlaves of ſtate ! 
Who ver wide worlds exert a fancied ſway, 


While their own paſſions* power themſelves obey, [ Exil. 
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| ACT III. 
SCENE, 4 Garden. Elfrid and Ordelia. 
T HY, at an hour, ſo late, ſo odd as this, 


Shou'd my Ordelia chuſe a garden conference? 
Ord. Becauſe the garden yields ſuch private walks, 


That we may talk unſeen, or unſuſpected; 
' Your huſband's honour, ſafety, happineſs, 
Depend on your concealment from the King, 


EIf. Alas! experience has inſtructed him 


f How to conceal me from the King you name: 
Ought I to hold his happineſs ſo dear, 


Who turn'd the tide of mine, when its full flow 1 


© Bore crowns and ſcepters towards me? No, —Ordelial 
This Athelwold has wrong'd me, baſely wrong d me, 


Ord. The faults of love are nature's kindeſt errors; 


Had he not lov'd, he had not injur'd you, 


If ſtepping in betwixt a crown, and you, 
May be reputed injury.—— Oh! Elfrid, 
We view the outward glories of a crown 
But, dazled with the luſtre, cannot ſee 


The thorns which line it, and whoſe painful prickings 


Embitter all the pompous ſweets of empire. 
Happier the wretch who at his daily toils 

Sweats for his homely dinner, —than a King 

In all the dang'rous pomp of royalty ! 

He knows no fears of ſtate, to damp his joys z 
No treaſon ſhakes the humble bed he lies on; 

Nor dreads he poiſon in his peaceful bowls ; 


Ae ſleeps contented in the guileleſs arms 
Of his unjealous conſort; frightful dreams 


Break not his ſlumbers with the ſhocking ſight 
Of bloody daggers, and ideal murders. 

True, he's a ſtranger to the pow'r of Kings, 7 
But 
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But then again, he is as much a ſtranger, ie 

To kingly cares, and miſeries—: *_ 1 
Elf. Fie, Ordelia, 

Who taught thee to blaſpheme the heav'n of pow'r 

With arguments, the diſtant vulgar uſe, 

Whoſe grov'ling ſouls too proſtrate to attain, - -: 

Vilely traduce the bliſs of majeſty ? 

A King has ſomething more than earthly in him: 

There's but a ſtep betwixt a God and him! , - 

Oh! there's a kind of pleaſure in ſupremacy, | 

No more to be expreſs'd, than to be equall'd ! 

And they, who praiſe not, nay, who wiſh not empire, 

Are ſuch mean, lowly, half- created ſouls, 

As are too blind to ſee, or weak to guide | | 
The flaming wheels of the bright car of pow'r. 2 
Ord. Had Crœſus thought ſo, when the deſtin'd faggu 
Began with riſing flames to ſinge his royalty, 1 
He had not in the anguiſh of his ſoul : 
Remember'd Solon's counſel. - 

Elf. Thoſe ſtale fables _ 
Will fright a noble ſoul from ſearch Fo empire, 

No more than one brave Generals fall in battle 
Shou'd check the beat of valour in his mind, 

Who takes his glorious lation. Fate finds all; 

Kings are but men, and miſeries may reach them; 
But they, like ſtrong - built forts, maintain their ſafety 
Long after undefended countries yield. 

Ord. Ah! no! the heights they ſtand on, double dang 
Tempeſts, and thunderbolts, and earthquakes ſhocks, | 
O'erwhelm huge mountains with their dreadful force, 
While the low valleys, and the humble plains 
Poſſeſs untroubled ſafety. | 

Elf. Still you reaſon, 

And ſtill my foul flies back from Reaſon's call, 
To the more tempting muſic of Ambition. 

Ord, Oh! *tis a Syren's voice Ambition ſings with; 
Why will you liſten, when 'tis ruin calls you! E 
Lean not your mind an inch from virtue, Eltrid : 


Vie . 
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ice has the art of the falſe crocodile; 

f you but ſlumber in the boat of honour, 

WT will twiſt its jointed tail of venom round you, 

And draw you downward thro' a gulph of miſchief. 

Elf. What! do you take the liberty to doubt, 

can abandon honour ? | 

Ord. No, not ſo, | ir 

Wut they, who counſel beſt, may hear advice, 

For caution is no burden to the wiſeſt. 

E. You wou'd do well to look to your own actions 

judge your caution too officious, ſiſter, | 

WT find, in ſpite of Reaſon's cleareſt optics, 

Wome people can be blind to their own faults ; 

Hut when another's failings are their object, 

he dimmeſt eye of folly ſees to cenſure. 

Orad. If I've offended you, your pardon, ſiſter, 

vas not the crime of jealouſy, but zeal ; 

Love led me to the guilt, and love, I hope, 

Will guide you readily to its forgiveneſs : 

Perhaps my abſence might not be unwelcome; 

have heard ſay, that when the mind's diſturb'd, 
be fitteſt cure is balmy ſolitude. [Exit Ordelia. 

E,. { Alone] Alas! ſhe prob'd the wound toodeeptocureit, 

For fin is too deform'd to ſee herſelf ; ; 

ere this King gone ! or wou'd he never go! 

WI know not which of thoſe to wiſh with joy, 

My virtue points me one, one my deſire; 

Oh, Conſcience ! grow more ſtrong, or yield thee quite, 

hall I, or ſhall I not, conſent to fin ? 

Anſwer me Heav'n! but hold, what will Heav'n anſwer ? 

Anſwer me Hell; for Heav'n will damn deſire, 

And be a hell within me Ha! he comes, 

y all the hopes of nature Edgar comes, 

The mighty Monarch comes; my guardian Angel 
Knocks at my breaſt, and ſays, he comes for thee ; 
Loſe this occaſion, and loſe hope for ever; 

Ill walk the other way, and plead with nature, 
Or rather nature ſhall contend with duty. [Exit Elfrid. 

Vie | Enter 
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Enter the King and Egbert. 


King. Oh! never urge it, Egbert, ſhe has charms, 
Wou'd make a bearded hermit quit his cell, 
And own no God, but Beauty, 
Egb. She has charms, 
But there are faces fairer far than hers. 
King. Oh! ſhe has that vaſt beauty of the mind, 
The lovelieſt face in nature cannot equal ; 
Faces are gilded baits to catch fools hearts with, 
The ſuperficial varniſhes to hide 
The flaws that lurk beneath them Wit like hers, 
And that engaging air of artleſs innocence, 
Shall ſtrike the heart, ten thouſand faces reach not. 
Egb. | Afide.] By Heav'n he loves her! I'll diſcover al, 
The ſtronger poiſon mult expel the weaker. | 
King. And then ſuch modeſt bluſhes grace her ſpeech, | 
Such winning geſtures wait on what ſhe utters, 6 
He muſt not be a man, who, ſeeing her, 
Envies not Athelwold her ſweet poſſeſſion. 9 
Egb. True! ſhe has worth !—but, oh! ſhe has a ſiſter 

As far beyond her — every way beyond her, 3 
As mountain ſnow beyond the fogs of morning. 
King. A ſiſter, ſay'ſt thou, fairer than herſelf? 
Eg. O, every way more charming, Sir, than ſhe 

She has a ſiſter, who, like foreſt pines, 

Stands with an aſpect of erected Majeſty 

But then ſo condeſcending, and ſo kind, 

As if her humble ſoul was form'd to prove, 

Pride dwells not in appearance Then her face 

Has all the brightneſs of an angel's look, 

Without the terror of it. Her ſoft voice, 

Like ſudden muſic, heard at dead of night, 

Wakes wonder, that our pleaſure may diſſolve it; 

'The rainbow has no white and red, to match her, 

Lilies grow paler, and the roſes bluſh, 

To ſee themſelves worn by her for their ſhame, 

Not her own ornament ; — Her riſing breaſts, 
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King. What! has the man I truſted, wrong'd me ſo? 
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Like ſnow · top d mountains, mark her Eden's confines; 
Betwixt them lies a plain, ſo lovely fair, 
It ſeems the milky way to Beauty's heaven 
King. Can ſtars, like this, ſhine in my hemiſphere, 
And 1 not ſee their glory, —ſure thou dream'ft 
Fairer than Elfrid, ſay'ſt thou? \ 
Egö. Not than Elfrid, OY 


For how can Elfrid be more fair than Elfrid ? 


King. Art thou grown mad? Thou faid'ſt this beau- 
teous creature | 

Was Elfrid's ſiſter, and more fair than Elfrid. 

Egb. Fairer ſhe is by far than Eltrid is, 
If ſhe be Elfrid's ſelf, whom we call Elfrid. | 
King. Hell! doſt thou mock me with a woman's riddle? 
Bob. Women themſelves are riddles; few they are, 
Who can unfold them rightly. 
Ling. Haſt thou meaning? 
Or doſt thou dally with thy Sov'reign's paſſions? 

Egb. [ Afide.] I am advanc'd too far for a retreat, 
Althelwold ſhares too much of the King's favour, 
And love and policy conſpire his ruin. 

To the King.] In ſhort your Majeſty has not ſeen Elfrid; 
For Athelwold, remembering the deceit . 
By which he gain'd her, fear*d your juſt reſentment, 
And won the kind Ordelia, Elfrid's ſiſter, 
To perſonate the wife he fear'd to loſe. 


O Love! thy power is uncontroul'd indeed, 
If it can make an honeſt man a villain ! 

Egb. I dare not plead to fave his life, who thus 
Has prov'd diſloyal to a Prince ſo gracious. 

King. Thou art too zealous in thy Sovereign's cauſe ; 
I wou'd not touch ſo brave a ſubject's life, | 
For all the female charms the world cou'd give me; | 
I will not ſtrain revenge beyond its caule 9 
Love taught the ſubject to betray his King, 
And love ſhall teach the King to wrong his ſubject. 
If chis be fin, *tis ſure the ſmalleſt fin 
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Unbounded Power can know; and gracious Heav'n Acc 
Alleviates puniſhments for crimes of love, But 
When urg' d by provocations great as mine. If t 


Egb. Ha! ſee! left you ſhou'd doubt I ſaid too much Ha 
In praiſe of Elfrid's charms, kind Heav'n has ſent her Fol 


To prove her worth, and my ſincerity. An 

King. If that be ſhe, who yonder penſive comes, W. 
She ſeems ſome fair inhabitant of heav'n, Fo 
Shot with a falling ſtar from yon bright regions, An 
To light the world below !—— Ne 


Egb. Obſerve her, Sir, 
She takes our walk, and muſing ſees us not. 


Enter Elfrid in à melancholy poſture. 

EIf. Til curb my longing glances, left they judge 
*Tis choice, not chance, that guides me: Oh! my foul! 
He bears a wond'rous magic in his perſon ! W - 

King. If to diſturb ſo fair a creature's thoughts | 
May be forgiven a Prince, who wond'ring ſees you, 
You will not change that lovely countenance, 

To frown on interruption. 

Ef. Heav'ns defend me! 

I little thought I ſhou'd meet ſtrangers here; 
I came to ſeek a ſolitary walk. _ 

King. Who can blame you for loving ſolitude, 
When earth's too poor to furniſh a companion, 4 
That may deſerve the bleſſing of your converſe. 2 

Elf. The words you ſpeak to me, ſerve but to prove 
You're uſed to talk with ladies far above me ; 
I am a gueſt, like you, to the kind owner 
Of theſe fair gardens. | 
King. Ah! too well I know you, 

Too well, becaule I do not know you mine : 
I am your King; but oh! how vainly ſo, 
When you enſlave the power you ſhou'd obey, 
Elf. | Kneeling.) Oh, Royal Sir, ſince I perceive you] 
now me, | 
Tho' by what fatal means is yet a ſecret ; 
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Accept my proſtrate debt of duty thus: 
But oh! if ever pity touch'd your breaſt, 
If the intreaties of a wretched woman 
Have pow'r to pierce the ear of Majeſty, 
Forget that I, unhappy I, am Elfrid, 

And for the ſake of my dear Athelwold, 


wo only cou'd have forc'd me to deceive you; 


For his ſake pity me, and him for mine, 
And do not, —do not let him know you ſaw me. 
Next, oh! forgive me, if I fly your ſight, 


Since duty fights with duty, and compels me. 


| . [| Riſes and goes out 
King, By Heav'n, *till now I never ſaw perfection; 
All the gay bubbles of the worthleſs court 
Were but the ſhadows to this queen of beauty. 
Oh, Athelwold ! I feel thy treaſon now 


What ſhall J do to gain her? For tho” ghoſts 
& Shou'd ſhake their ſhrowded forms to bid me ſtand ; 
; Tho' thunder roar'd to check me, and the earth 


Gap'd with a grave-like yawn *twixt her and me, 


; I cou'd not, wou'd not ſtop, till I poſſeſs'd her. 


Egb. I cannot wonder at, nor blame your vow z 
But open violation will not ſuit 
That godlike juſtice you are greatly fam'd for. 
Caution and prudence mult aſſiſt the race 


A man wou'd fairly win ;——a little patience 


Will help contrivance, and contrivance gain her. 


King. Patience! thou lump of ice! a curſe on patience! 


Preach patience to the ocean when it roars ; 


When cities burn, climb to the tops of tow'rs, 

And thence preach patience to the wind-borne flames; 
Bid hoſtile armies, ruſhing on to blood, 

Stand ſtill, and liſten to the whine of patience : 

But to name patience to a love like mine, 


Is to give taſteleſs drops to men in fevers. 


ou 
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I am on fire within me, and the ſtreams 
Of guſhing rivers might ruſh thro' me now, 


And fail to quench my burning, 
Vor. I. D 


Egb. 
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Egb. Pray be cam, 
Ere many hours are paſt, I'll find ſome means 
To bring your Majetty to Elfrid's chamber; 
There, while the warm impreſſions of reſentment 
Whiſper her ſoul how much her huſband wrong'd her, 
Touch that ſtring artfully, *twill jar within her, | 
And echo notes fit for revenge and pleaſure. 

King. Thou talk'ſt of hours, when moments are tos te- 
A leaden age rolls on in every minute. [dious; 
Egb. Ha! I have form'd a notion in my ſoul, 

That will compleat your joy ſoon as you wiſh it. 

King. Give the great embryo birth, and ſhare my kingdom. 
Egb. Earl Athelwold, among his numerous virtues, 
Cannot find one that's proof gainſt flattery; | 

For flattery's an unſeen enemy, 
And ruins gallant fouls, as poiſons Kill, 
Which villains mix with conſecrated wine, 
So to be ſwallow'd as an holy cordial : 
Arm'd then with flatt'ry, ſeek this Athelwold, 
Praiſe him, and talk him into a conceit, 
That he of all your ſubjects is the man 
In whom alone you ſafely can confide; 
Then, when his mind, work'd to a ſecret pride 
Is fit for your impreſſion, mildly tell him, 
It does not ſuit a kind gueſt's gratitude 
To ſend his gen'rous hoſt on ſervices 
So full of trouble; but your honour urges, 
And having weigh'd Lord Ordgar's inexperience, 
You find him no ways equal to the charge 
Of treating with a foe ſo wiſe as Ludwall : 
So take the liberty to fix on him, 
And preſs him to departure. 
King. He'll ſuſpect me, x 

He's a diſcerning man ; the turn's too ſudden, 
And the requeſt too odd to paſs ungueſs'd. 

Egb. My lite ſhall anſwer it, it paſſes on him; 
But ſtill the heel that moves it muſt be flatt'ry. 
Think on the glorious opportunity * 
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His ſudden abſence leaves you; and mean while 

The taſk be mine to entertain Ordelia, 

With whom Lord Ordgar's jealouſy of me ” 
Can never fail to keep him Thus your Majefty, - 
Making right uſe of all theſe circumſtances, 8 
May find fair Elfrid no ſevere Diana, 

And ſo enjoy the utmoſt bliſs you wiſh 

Without the public infamy. —— 

= King. Oh, Egbert | 

Thou art a glorious villain, Judas” ſelf 

Was a faint type of thee, thou prince of miſchief. 
Come, let us in: PH ſeek Earl Athelwold, 

Nor loſe a moment's time to prove thy ſkill. 

= Witneſs ye Heav'ns, I ne'er offended virtue, 

But where the ſtrongeſt paſſion nature feels 

W Inclin'd, nay forc'd my backward foul to fin. 

Tyrants may boaft their pow'r ; — but oh! they prove 
Kings who enſlave the world, are ſlaves to love. 
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A Gallery. Athelwold and Ordgar. 


20rd. HY Ihaveknownthee bearthy wounds, and ſmile 
f While the barb'd arrow torn from thybrave fleſh 
Drew mangled ſinews with it—as if death, | 
Dreadful to others, had been ſport to thee ; 

Let now thou fall ft ſo much below thy ſelf, 

The very wind of fear blows down thy courage. 5 
= hel. Have I not more than common cauſe to doubt 
The King has ſome deſign againſt my honour, 
Lo ſend me thus abruptly from my houſe | 
With a pretence ſo falſe ; the virtuous Prince 


Unus' d to acts of baſeneſs, ſpoke with pain, 
His And felt his falt'ring tongue betray his purpoſe, 
| D 2 Ordg. 
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Cou'dſt thou but feel the weight that galls my ſoul, 


36 Lr Di . 


Ordg. Confuſion on that downy devil, Loye! 50 

Who thus can make a boy of a known hero. 

Death ! I ſhall loſe all patience; has the King 

So much as ſeen, or heard, or thought of Eltrid ?. 

Oh hell! that when the virtue of a wife oy 

Keeps a man's real honour out of danger, 

The plague of jealouſy mult be call'd in, 

To make him an imaginary cuckold ! TTY, 
Athel. Oh, Ordgar! bear the failings of thy friend; 


Pity wou'd teach thy reaſon to forgive me ! 
I wou'd not doubt the virtue of my wife, 
But ſomething here aſſures me *twill be try'd 


With more than common ſtrength ;—and let me tell you, 


Temptation is a pow'rtul plea with women. 
I knew the guilt of treachery to obtain her. 
Virtue is vice, when *tis thro' vice we reach it; 
Like unſlak'd lime, fin lies unfelt, and eaſy, 
While mirth and gladneſs keep it dry within us; 
But when remorſe has ſeiz d our guilty ſouls, 
And ſorrow's tears have rain'd their ſtreams upon it, 
The moiſt incentive ſtrikes the limy heap, 
And rouſes all its fires to ſcorch our boſoms. 

Ordg. If guilt has ſtain'd your ſoul, the dew of mercy 
Falls thick enough to waſh thoſe (tains away, 
And re-eſtabliſh all the ſnow of virtue. 
Heav'n aſks no more atonement for great ſins 
Than our repentance ; your repentance then 
Has long ſince ras'd out one ſo ſmall as yours: 
If grief is vain, what vainer than to grieve ? 
If *tis not vain, why let me know the cure, 
And I'll apply it with the balm of friendſhip ; 
While there was hope, I laugh'd at thy affliction; 
But I now pity thee, to ſee thee ſunk 
In an eternal lethargy of folly. 

Athel. I have no friend but thee, on whom to lean, 
If thou forſak*ſt me, I muſt fink indeed; 
Thou wilt be happy in the ſight of Elfrid, 


When 
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When I am gone to make more room for ruin; 
Watch her with eagle's eyes, for ſhe's ambitious, 
And they who ſlide upon ambition's ice 

Sink into vices, Which they ſee and hate, 

But move too ſwift to ſhun them. 

Ordg. For my friend 8 
Iwill do more than ev'n that friend can aſk me; 
Prevention of a crime keeps honour ſafe, 

But proves not innocence; Elfrid ſhall think 
No eye obſerves her; if ſhe then forbears, 

Reſt ſatisfy*d, ſhe will forbear for ever; 

The better to prepare for obſervation, 

I will depart the houſe, as if diſguſted | 

At the new choice the King has made of you; 
But leave my horſes in your keeper's care, 

And coming back alone, enter again 3 
Thro' the back gate, which you ſhall open privately, 
So, going to my chamber, which you know 

Is oppoſite to Elfrid's- ——- U unſeen 

Can mark all night what paſſes worth obſerving, 
And be your Lady's guardian. 

Athel. Friend indeed! | 
This is a proof of love, which I wou'd pay _ 

With ſhow'rs of bleſſings, cou'd I claim from Heav'n, 
What I can only pray for ; but the King, 
The King, my Ordgar will reſent thy abſence. 

Ordg. Oh! let not that diſturb you, Ordgar's ſoul 
Was never pandar to his perſon's pride ; | 
Courts may invite great minds, but awe them not. 
Farewell, and know I undertake this taſk, 

But to confute your fears, not prove them juſt. ZxzzOrdg. 

Atbel. The night advances with a heavy pace, 

And hangs upon the verge of apprehenſion, 
With ſuch a deadly weight, and climbing ſlowneſs, 
As in portentous terror, ſpeaks her womb . 
Impregnated with births of dreadful miſchief ! 
I muſt be gone with ſteps more ſwift than hers, 
But I will take a kiſs or two from Elfrid, 
D 3 To 
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To live on in the famine of my abſene; 
And ſee ſhe's here! So after cloudy ſtorms 
Outbreaks the glorious nn to comfort mariners. 


Enter Elfrid. 
Ef. They tell me moſt vnweleome news, my Lord, 
That you muſt leave me. 2 


Atbel. Ay, this moment leave thee 3 
Leave thee perhaps for ever, ever Etfrid. 
That's a long date for ever, is't not Elfrid? 


Elf. The King's unkind to rob me of a moment. 
Pray when returns my love? ” 


Athel. Ah! when indeed? 

If love has left your breaft, ah ! when returns it? 
Elf. I aſk*'d how long your journey is to be? 
Atbel. Alas! I cannot tel} thee. This fad night 

Leads me to lye at my firſt ſtage of woe; ; 

And woe's long road has many, many ſtages. q 
Elf. For Heav*n's ſake, my dear Lord, anfwer not thus, 

My tears will drown me. 2 
Athel. Oh! my ſoul's beſt half, 

Loſe not one pearly drop of that rich dew, 

Which, ſhed on ſorrow, wou'd make ſorrow joy, 

And pleafure ſpring from mifery. — Oh Elfrid 

I ne be fome whole days in mournful abſence, 

And all the hours in lovers days are ages. 

EIf. Till you return, I ſhall be deaf to joy, 

As adders are to muſic; pining grief 

Will tell away the ſleepleſs nights in turnings; 

I ſhall lie wiſhing for the morning light, 

Vet curſe its ſad arrival when it comes, 

Becauſeit cannot ſhew me Athelwold. 

Athel, Wilt thou not fee the King when I am gone? 
Ef. Alas! I wou'd not longer wiſh for ſight, 

Than ſight cou'd dwell on thee ; when thou art gone, 

My eyes, grown uſeleſs, ſhall beclos'd in night ; 

As ſwallows fly not when the ſummer leaves them. 


Atbel. 


1. | 
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Aubel. And till my arms again thus claſp thee to me, 
If Iembrace a friend I long have loſt, 

Or throw me on the neck of one more dear 

Than all, but thee, my deareſt earthly bleſſing, 

Yet will thy abſence make my joy a ſhadow, 


And I ſhall tafte an unfubſtantial bliſs, 


Like one who claſps a ghoſt and hugs but air. 

Elf. You'll find fome other ſhe, in your long abſence, 
Whoſe greater merit will make mine forgot. 

Atbel. Alas! how can I fee to find another 


When I have loſt my ſelf? or being loſt, 


What cou'd the gaining others profit me ? 
Thou wilt not fee the King ? 
EIf. So bleſs me Heav'n, | 
As I ſhall keep, or break that promiſe made ! 
Athel. This kiſs ſhall ſeal the kind engaging oath, 
And this, and this; oh! I cou'd linger ages, 
But duty, barb'rous duty, calls from love. 
Farewel, my dear, I go, and yet I cannot, 
I muſt return for one kiſs more, and now | 
Farewel, I go indeed. Remember, Elfrid. [ Exit Athel. 
EIf. Remember, Elfrid, was the word he left me; 
Yes, yes, I will remember, Athelwold, 
[ will remember, that the finding thee 
Loſt me an empire; and in that remembrance 
A thouſand tongues bid me remember too, 
How Heav*n, by calling thee away ſo ſtrangely, 
Has ſmil*d on opportunity and me! 
Oh, opportunity, thou bane of virtue ! 
What woman can reſiſt thee ! I'll retire, 
And wait a moment till my huſband's gone; 
Then, when the King comes thro? the gallery, 
Borrow the dreſs of chance once more to friend me, 
And finiſh the great taſk begun ſo happily. ¶ Exit Elfrid, 


Enter the King and Egbert. 


King. But to depart fo ſtrangely, and ſo ſoon, ; 
Nor take a decent leave, is ſuch a proof | 
| D 4 | Of 


40 E IL. FJ NI P. oe, 
Of proud diſguſt, as I imagin'd Ordgar 


Cou'd not have ſhewn me. 
Egb. It ſurpriz'd me too; 
But by this happy chance your love-bleſt fate 
Has freed you from a watchful man's inſpection. 
| King. By all the hopes of love that's greatly thought 
But have you publiſh'd fully thro' the houſe, 
The ilineſs *twill be proper to pretend, 
And the command, that none ſhou'd ſtir this way ? 
Egb. I gave the orders with ſuch feign'd concern, 
That the whole family are ſtruck with terror ; ; 
The wretches ſcarce durſt breathe for fear you hear them; 
They walk below as if they trod on glaſs, Fl 
And fear'd to wound their feet by breaking thro' it; 
They whiſper to their horſes in the ſtable ; 
If a dog howls they ſtab him, 
King. Ail things then 
Seem to invite me to the throne of pleaſure ; 
And, to come thither, lead to Elfrid's chamber. 
Egb. You cannot err, juſt now the lovely fair, 
Willing to be alone, diſmiſs'd her maids, 
With charge to wait her call, ere they return'd. 
King. That's ſtill another ſmiling glance of fortune; 
Fail not to wait me at the time appointed. 
Egb. I ſhall be punctual, as the ſun to time. 
King. Aſſiſt ye ſoft deſires that fan love's flame, 
Virtue lye ſilent in fair Elfrid's foul, 
And let her ſnowy breaſt be all inſpir'd 
With the kind yielding motives of compliance. 
Smile, god of love ! if ſuch a god there be, 
Smile from thy heav'n on my vaſt hopes and me; 
Soft as her boſom let her paſſions prove, 
And melt her froſts of fear to floods of love ! 
So ſhall revenge, and love thus jointly giv'n, 
Make this vile earth a momentary heav*n. ¶ Exit the Ring. 
Egb. [ Alone.] Well did the King obſerve how midwite 
| fortune, | 
Helps the great birth of love with which he labours, f 
| An 
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And I ſhou'd be more blind to my good fate 

Than owls to noon, did not J ſee it ſnine 
Wich rays of happy proſpect; now Ordelia . 5 
Sits in her chamber, like the mate- left turtle, - 
I'll tune my falcon's voice of roughneſs to her, . 
And force her to one paſſion by another; 

But ſee, as if wy guardian angel brought her, 

he comes, oh] may the omen prove propitious. 


Enter Ordelia. 


Irm well prevented, Lady, I was coming 
m; To bring you an unwelcome piece of news, 
& Ordgar has left his Miſtreſs, and his King. | 
= 0r4. I anſwer not, my Lord, for Ordgar's actions; 
But you might well hk ſpar'd the pains you take, 
heard, and have been ſorry for't already. 
= Zyb. Can you be ſorry for his faults you love not ? 
Ah] fair deceiver ! you convince me now 
= Ord. Since the full ſymptoms of a barb'rous criumph 
Swell on thy eye-balls with a ſparkling joy, 
To find, Lord Ordgar has incens'd the King, 
Tho he had cauſe ſufficient for reſentment, 
Which, I believe, was owing to thy counſel ; 
Know, that I love him more than I hate thee, 7 
And ſure ! that ſpeaks ſuperlative exceſs ; 
For thou haſt ſuch mean artifice within thee, 
As makes thee odious to the world, and me. 
gb. Lovers who hope can bear far more than this. 

= Ord. Can thy deteſted love hope aught from me? 
Thou art love's ſcare- crow; pleaſure flies before thee, 

As doves before the ſwoop a tow'ring falcons. 

Egb. I can hear this, and more, diſdainful maid ; 
But know, I'll place it to your Ordgar's ſcore, 
He ſhall make large amends ;——nay, do not frown, 

7. For I can force him to it: 
te Ord. Thou force Ordgar 

The mountain-goat would ſooner force the lion. 

How wou'dſt thou force him? Withthy ſword thou dar'ſt 

d [ not. - Egb, 


I, ©; 


Eb. 1 wilt not uſe my ſword, I need not, Madan, 
His *. affront to Majefty ſuffices; 

I can improve a theme leſs copious far 

To the deſtruction of a favour'd rival. 

Ord. Thou wilt not; dar'ft not act a deed fo baſs, 
He'll ſtab thee fort, and pumiffi here on earth 
Thy villain- body; then thy broiling ſouk 
Shall howl atonement in a helt of torments. : 

Egb. Nay, if your Ordgar's ruin will not move vou 0 
I have another card of fate to play; | 5 
I will betray the ſecret to the King, N 
HFe can find means to puniſh your deceit, 

And Athelwold's baſe robbery of Elfrid. 

Ord. Why thou might'ſt keep a ſchool of villainy 
For devils to learn to ſin in: tell me, fiend, 3 
Doſt thou not feel a thing call'd conſcience in thee ? 
Will not whole houſes ruin move thy pity ? 

Egb. Yes, I have pity, and a conſcience too; 

But my deſpair of you has froze them both, 
Nothing but the warm bleſſing of your love 
Can thaw their influence in me, 

Ord. Nothing elſe! | 
Can nothing but my love make thee leſs villain, | 
Than nature form'd thee for? Tell me, dear devil, 
Say, wand'ring prince of hell, diſguis'din courtier, 
Can no leſs ſacrifice than love content thee ? 

Egb. No leſs than all your love, or all your perſon, 
Perſon and love with me have the ſame meaning; 
Or if you can divide them to my liking, 

Pl 4 content with either. 
Ord. Periſh all 


Periſh Ordelia in her ſelf, and friends, 

Rather than ſtoop to periſh in her honour ! | 
Avoid me, hell-hound, as thou wou'dſt thy fate, 
Thy fight, like baſiliſks, deſtroys by looking; 

Thy touch infects like poiſon, and thy voice, 

Like the foreboding ſcreech-owl's, ſounds to miſchief ; | 
Thy 
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a0 Thy ev'ry ſenſe is venomous as aſps, 
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vil, 


E 


Thy 


And brings damnation with thee : Fly me, monſter. — 
| | e ee 
Egb. Mone. ] Not all this rage ſhall ſnake the hope within 
is but the blaze before extinguiſh'd hatred, [me, 
ruhe loudeſt blaft, that ſpeaks a calm approaching: 
Tl after her, ſhe has the hook within herr 
And plunging will but weaken her refiftance.[ Ex. after ber. 


\ 


- = 


Enter Ordgar alone. . 
Ordg. I enter'd with ſuch ſilence, and ſuch haſte, 


That notice neither met, nor overtook me; 
heard a voice but now, methought Ordelia's, 


he muſt not ſee me here, Pl! to my poſt; 


For, having undertaken the fond taſk, : 
© Friendſhip commands my reaſon to be blind 
Lo the ſoft folly of the thing deſign'd. Ordgar. 


' [Exit 
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e SCENE continues. Enter Ordgar. The Stage 
: _ .. wholly darken'd, with thunder and lightning. 


"TR 
& + 


& Ordg. (NO vaſt a change in the bright face of heavn 
| Ne'er made earth wonder ; for the filver moon 
Wreaths her pale horns with folds of mourning fable, 

As if ſome tragedy were to be play - 

In heav'n's high theatre; whoſe ſhifting ſcenes 

Fave fill'd the world with fuch a ſolid darkneſs, 

The ſun will fail to pterce it; and the wing 

Of flutt'ring ravens beat againſt the windows, 

While birds of omen with foreboding ſereams 

Make Horror's ſelf more horrid; ev'ry board 

| Seems to ſend up a groan, when trod upon; | 
Ordg. 
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Strange · colour d lights are hurried to and fro 
Without a hand to guide them, whoſe pale bp 
Serve not for light, but terror. What this means, 


My foul, too weak to tell, forbears to gueſs at | 


| Euer Athelwold feeling bis way. 


_ Athel. The houſe is ſilent, as if death reign'd i init! 
Such ſilence doubles horror 
Ordg. Who's there? 
— : - 
Ordg. Who calls me with a voice ſo like my friend's J 
Athel. Tis I, thy Athelwold. 
Ordg. What brings you back ? 
Athel. May 1 — here with ſafety ? 
Ordg. None can hear, 
No mortal treads this floor beſides us two. 
Atbel. Oh, Ordgar ! fate deſigns ſome wond'rous mi 
Soon as I left my wife, I ſtrait took horſe, chic 
And ſpurr'd full ſpeed directly thro' that road 
Which leads to the wide heath, that lies berween 
The wood of Beeches, and my park's weſt-entrance. 
No ſooner had I gain'd the open common, 
But ſuch a darkneſs ſhut the eye of heav'n, 
As made ſight uſeleſs, and a ſtorm of rain 
Beat in my face with an impetuous fury, 
Driv'n by a riſing wind, that whiſtled round me; 
And ever, and anon, a "dreadful peal 
Of rattling thunder burſt the walls of heav n. 
And drove the flaſhing lightning thro” the gloom 
With crooked keennels, and portentous horror. 
I ſpurr'd in vain ; for till the more I ſtrove, 
The horſe, more ſtartled at the ſtorm's increaſe, 
Turn'd ſide- long to the weather, till at laſt 
All on a ſudden, up he bounded backward, 
And lighting roughly on the ſlipp'ry ground, 
Fell, and with angry. hoofs kick'd at the air. 4 


— — 
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Ordg. A ſtrange misfortune! ſure this fall has bruis'd you, 
Athel. Alas! ten thouſand thouſand falls, my Ordgar, 
ou'd fail with all their force to bruiſe my body 


so much as this one fall has bruis'd my foul : 
For—oh! my nature ſhrinks at the remembrance ! _ 


And courage ſhakes within me ! — As I roſe, 
And ſtood ſurpriz'd, I felt a ſudden force, 


Which, like the ſtiff cold hand of a dead friend, 
Touch'd me behind, and pull'd me gently backward ; 
$I turn'd, and oh! amazing fight !——- beheld . | 
re ſhrowded ghoſt of my dear aged father, 
In the ſad poſture of a man who mourns ! _ 
The phantom flood, and wrung its hands before me, 
The head, in ſpeechleſs geſtures, thus — and thus, 
© Scem'd willing, but unable to adviſe me; © 
And while my knocking knees bent to the earth, 
ne That in the poſture of an aweful duty, 
mm | might deſire to know the mighty cauſe, 

e Which broke the peaceful marble he was laid in, 


0 ſend him back to earth in this ſtrange form, 


Ev'n while the half-born words dy'd on my tongue, 
He ſeem'd to weep, groan'd thrice,and vaniſh'd from me. 


Ordg. Prodigious! and amazing! vaniſn'd thus? 
Atbel. Vaniſh'd, and left a heart of ice within me; 


I ventur'd to remount my horſe, and rode 
Svift, as the gloom permitted, back again; 
Lenter'd at the gate, which you left open, 
And paſs'd unnoted. 
& What ſtrange diſcoveries haſt thou made? Ohl tell me, 
For ſure this war of nature muſt mean ſomething. 


Now, my Ordgar, ſay, 


Ordg. A dreadful ſomething ſure! whate'er it be 


But reſt thou happy; peace and thou may meet; 
& Good Heav'n preſerve the King from theſe bad omensl 


Athel. I heard the ſervants as I paſs'd a door, 
Where ſome were met, whiſper in words of fear, 


As if the King were gone to bed diſorder'd. 


Ordg. Tis highly probable, for ſince I came, 
Notread of man or woman has been heard, 
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Not a mouſe ſtirring this way ; ———Solemn Silence 
Has kept the gulldlel door of Elfrid's chamber. 

Abel Then I am bleſs'd, then Heav'n is kind indeed 
Let omens upon omens threaten now, 
Since Elfrid's love and virtue bid me fear not. 
Hark ! is not that a tread ? 

Ordg. The ſtep ſpeaks man, —— 

Athel. I hav not have him hear me—— III _ round, 
And ent'ring Elfrid's chamber the back way, 
Surprize her with my preſence, and its cauſe. 


As Athelwold goes off on one fide the ſtage, enter Egbert . 
on the other. ? 


Egb. Hem! hem! Sir, are you here ? 
Orgd. Ha! ttis a voice 
That ſeems to give a ſign to one expotted. 
Fl anſwer him. — Hem! hem! 
Egb. My Lord the King ? . 
Oras. [ Afige.] Ha! is it : you are? — Oh! hell the 
2 I met Ordelia when I left your Majeſty, | ſame. ſM 
And after long entreaties had been vain . 
To win her heart from Ordgar, told her plainly 
Your Majeſty took his late act ſo ill, 
That — wou'd follow your diſpleaſure. 
This mov'd her boſom with a war of paſſions; 
And if, while your reſentment now is warm, 
Your Majeſty wou'd baniſh for a while 
That boiſt'rous youth, whoſe pride fullies his worth, 
I ſhou'd be happy in Ordelia's love; 
Abſence wou'd teach her to forget my rival; 
And ſuch a puniſhment on Ordgar done 
Wou'd teach ſome diſcontented great ones duty. 
It by my means you have, as fure you have, 
Poſſeſs d the lovely Elfrid, be this grant 
The ſole reward it gains me. 


Orag. | Alide.] Oh, thou villain! . [ Drawing. \\ 
— „ is the Majeſty of England ſlent? _ 
at 
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ranſports has fair Elfrid giv'n you? 

h fill my breaſt with ſome unheard of 

Ordę. Mabliug him.] Torture. | 

Where hell-hound ! there, thou baſt what ſuits thy merit; 
Down to the devils, down, Bell is thy home, | 

\nd thus I ſend thee thither. 

gb. Curſes find thee, 

Uno death and darkneſs hide thee from my eyes. [ Dies. 

nd, BY Orag. Furies tear thee, as thou has torn my quiet, 

Down devil, down, and tell the prince of darkneſs 

rdgar has ſent a fiend more black than he, 

o fill the burning throne of helPs dominions: 

h! what a ſhock has my poor ſoul ſuſtain'd ! 

Nom Athelwold! unhappy Athelwold ! 

Poor, ruin'd, loſt, undone friend Athelwold | 

can forgive thee now for all thy fears; 

vas a noviee in the ſchool of nature, 

Hund had not Jearat till now to ſpell a villain; 

Night wears not all this hideous dreſs for nothing. 


n : Dh | Athelwold ! poor, wretched Athelwold ! 
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Enter Ordelia with 4 Candle. 


q rdelia! dear Ordelia! thou art honeſt, 
Venture not one ſtep farther, hell reigns here, 
And plagues will blaſt thy footſteps. 

Ora. Ordgar here 

Oh prodigy ! methoughts I heard a noiſe, 

And ſnatch'd a light to run 

Ss Orag. Take the light hence 

For what has light to do with deeds of darkneſs ? 

Net ſtay, twill guide me to my friend's revenge; 

Oh! lead me to the King, this monſter King, 

HAnd Pl rob Heav'n of vengeance, blood and vengeance. 

Ord. Alas! what ſtrange diſorder ſhakes you thus? 

Ordg. Look here, and let death anſwer; Death! what's 
death ? | 


What is one deagh for ſuch a liſt of treaſons ? 


. Sk 
i Oh! 
at 9, 


„ 


Oh ! that thou cou'dſt but furniſh me a life 
For every damning fin thy black ſoul ſwell'd with, 
Thus wou'd I ſtab thee, thus, thus, kill thee ages 12 
But I'll go ſeek the injur'd Athelwold, 
Revenge is ſweeteſt to the wrong'd man's taſte, 


And his ſnou'd ſurfeit on it —— | Exit Ordgar ſnatchin| 
the light from Ordelia 


Ord. Bounteous Heav'n, 
Rain mercy here, for ſure whole ſnow'rs muſt fall, 


Before this ſtain of murder diſappears.— [Runs out afin 
| rdga. 


Re-enter Athelwold in the dark. 


Athel. knock d, butElfrid cou'd,or wou d not hear me; 


A leaden weight of fear hangs on my ſoul ; 

Hark! there's the voice again; thrice has that ſound 
Rung thro* my ears like ſome ſhrill ſcream of woe! 
And in my father's accents thrice pronounc d 

The dark foreboding words, Expect and Bear 

Sure he, who can bear prodigies like theſe, 
Theſe racks of terror, and theſe ſtings of conſcience, 
Theſe threat'ning omens, theſe portentous ſhockings, 
Theſe dreadful prologues to the ſcenes of fate, 

Will never ſhrink from miſchief's keeneſt edge, 
Nor the huge ſtrides of formidable horror. 

Why, what a wreck of heav'n and earth is here, 

To uſher in the fall of one poor mortal ! 

Death is too common to need all this ſtate, 

And the cold grave's Kind boſom lies as open 

To ſtateleſs entrance, as to ſolemn ruin. 

Hope is no more, and with hope, fear is dead; 


But "Hark! a tread, perhaps *tis Elfrid comes, 
PII walk and meet her. 


Enter the King, as from Elfrid's Chamber. 


King. Oh! I hear thee, Egbert, 
Give me thy guiding hand, this ſudden darkneſs 
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Made my way difficult from Elfrid's arms, 
Who wou'd not ſuffer me to bring a light, 
Leſt I might ſo diſcover my ſtoPn happineſs. 

Athel. Oh! that ſomethunderbolt wou'd ſtrike thee dumb, 
And bleſs my ears with deafneſs, 
King. Who art thou ? 
ho ſpeakꝰſt ſo like the man who wrong'd his Prince? 
Athel. The wretched huſband, and moſt injur'd ſubject, 
ill teach your guilty tongue to call me Athelwold. 
King. How dar'dſt thou diſobey my late commands? 
Athel, How dar'd you wrong a man who loves revenge? 
King. Am 1 your King ? | 
And have I giv'n you honours after honours, 
WT itles on titles. 
= Athe. Titles! yes—of cuckold but] will have revenge. 
King. Thou dar'ſt not lift thy arm to wound thy Prince! 
= 4th]. Dare I not, King ?—Yes, by the Pow'rs of heav'n 
dare as much againſt thee, thus offending, 
As I dar'd for thee; when this ſingle arm 
Drove hoſtile ſquadrons of Welch rebels back, 
; hile thy fall'n horſe expos'd thy treach'rous breaſt 
5 o a whole grove of launces bent againſt thee 
h! had I then, inſtead of ſaving, kill'd thee, 
Wnſtcad of thee, I had preſerv'd my honour ! 
King. How is thy honour loſt ? 
Abel. Damn the baſe queſtion, 

Docs not my wife's diſloyalty loſe honour? 
King. No; not thy wife's, thy own diſloyalty 
4 irſt loſt thy honour; if &er thou had'ſt any; 

Elfrid is mine, not thine, and pleas'd to hear it: 
| Nothing but that cou'd eaſe the pain thou gav'ſt me. 
Abel. I thank thee, thou haſt rais'd me now indeed; 
Draw, for my ſword ſhall ſee to thy falſe heart, 
Wl ho'myeyescannot find thee;—Lights here, li ohts! (Drau 

King. Slave! know thy King. 
Athel. Damnation ! all thy Majeſty 
Has loſt the ſacred pow'r that us'd to guard thee 

or guilt debaſes Kings to common ſinners, 
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And common puniſhments- for imur'd honour — + 
Shall ſtrike thee thro* thy ſhield of yen ; 
Lights, lights, here lights! 


Enter Elfrid, pied, with a w_ 


Eff. Tell me, here! / 
What direful miſchief has befall'n the King, 
That thisnoiſereach'd my chamber? — Athelwold![ farting 
Athel Ithank thee Heav'n; — and thus revenge my wrong, 
Die, fair foul damner, die; and ſhame die with thee 
[Stabs Elfrid 
| Eff. Oh! let revenge, ſo full, reſtore thy peace! 
And expiate the guilt of thy loſt Elfrid. [ She diu 
King. Mourn widow'd world! for beauty dies with her; 
Oh! ſhe is gone! the ſtar of love is fall'n, 
And pleaſure withers in her flow'ry bloſſom | 
Thou, traitor! ſhalt not live to boaſt her murder! 
Go—villain, follow her,. her ghoſt demands thee. 
| Szabs Athelwold 
Athel. Twas an inglorious blow! but'twas a welcome one 
[ Supporting himſelf on bis ſworil 
*Tis a kind hand that takes the only way 
Thus to atone for what your unkind heart 
Has greatly wrong'd me in! Oh! Royal Sir, 
Forgive the tranſport, rage, and injur'd love, 
Plung'd my allegiance in, when my bold tongue 
Blaſphem'd the holy head of Majeſty ! 
My wrongs I pardon ; do you pardon yours, 
And I ſhall look on death as a kind friend 
Who draws a curtain round my bed of ſorrows ! 
King.Nay,thou haſt touch'd me now with deep repentance 
And thy forgiving me a wrong ſo great, 
Forbids me the forgiving it my ſelf. 
Oh! live, my Athelwold ! that future good 
May recompenſe the mighty ills I've done thee ! 
J have no ſubject left when thou art gone, 
Who loves me more than fortune ! thou art known |! | 
Proc 
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Proofs after proofs have ſpoke thee brave and honeſt ! 
Athel. I had been honeſt, had not love ſeduc'd me! 


* 


Enter Ordgar, his ſword draton, with Ordelia. 


Ordg. Hell! what has bloody fate been doing here! 
Death has outſtrip'd my haſte ! Oh! barb'rous King! 
Does not thy conſcience -—— | 

= Athe. Ordgar ! by our love, 

charge thee ſay no more!] let duty bind thee ! 


7 he pitying King has griev'd thy friend's misfortune ! 


Ord. Oh! death! come, take from me theſe ſcenes of woet 
= King. The Lady faints; ſupport her all! and bear her 
ME Where art and care may raiſe her ſinking foul ! 

= 0rdg. Oh! touch her gently as you wou'd your eye-balls! 

What ſhall I do? Pity and love divide me 
oh! friend! oh! Athelwold ! when thou art dead, 
Who can taſte joys in life. or life in joy? 

Thou dear companion of my youth and manhood ! 
Thou boſom-balm of peace! thou ſoul of friendſhip ! 

W Say, to what hand, what chance we owe thy loſs ? 

= hd. Aſk me not what I have not breath to anſwer, 
Come cloſer, Ordgar! let me lean upon thee! : 

For! feel death, cold death! in icy ſweats 

Creep o'er my ſtiff *ning joints, and drag me downward ! 

King. Let me join with you in this lateſt proof 
Of pious friendſhip |!—— Oh! lov'd Athelwold/! 

Lines [They ſupport him; 
Wilt thou not once more ſay that thou forgiv'ſt me? 
peak, if the tyrant death yet leaves thee pow'r, 
Speak that once more, and bleſs me! 

Abel. Oh! I do! 

May you live happy ever Fatal love 

Oh! Ordgar, let my ſad example teach thee 

Not to make love thy plea for guilt! for love 

Has made my fall thus guilty, and thus wretched ! 
| feel my breath grow ſhorter, and my ſinews, 


roch Like unbent bows, have loſt the force of nature. 
| E 2 


ance! 
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Let me lie low low as my love has caſt me! [Sinkiy, 
So! now my humble poſture ſuits my fate 
Now, Ordgar, join thy manly breaſt to mine, 
And kiſs me cloſely with the lips of love, 
That I may breathe my dying friendſhip through thee! 
Thou wilt ſometimes remember Athelwold, 
Wilt thou not, Ordgar ? 
Ordg. How can I forget thee, 
In whom alone I live! - Oh! friend! permit me 
Thus 8 thee in thy low condition! 
oh! may thy fate 


My friend! my dying friend! 

In the uncertainty of that dark world 

Upon whoſe brink thou ſtandeſt, be more bleſs'd 

Than thy unhappy love has made it here! 

Pardon the woman's tears I ſhed upon thee! 

For, oh! who wou'd not weep for ſuch a friend? 
King. What ſight of woe cou'd ever equal this! 
Athel. Farewel ! and—if Ordelia ſhall be thine, f 

Bid her remember Elfrid Elfrid oh! | Die. 
Orag. | Rifing. | Angels receive thy dear departing ſpirit 

There lies the virtuous world's epitome ! ; 

All that was great and good is gone with thee |! : 
King. A loſs like this, claims more than loud complaint, 

And I, who have moſt cauſe, ſhall feel moſt griet ; | 

I, the chief mourner at his funeral, 

Will ſee that glorious obſequies expreſs 

The ſubject's merit, and the ſov'reign's ſorrow ; 

Each future year, to expiate my paſt crime, 

I will endow ſome ſeat of pure religion, | 

Where fervent pray'rs from choirs of holy men 

Shall join with mine for mercy on my fin; 

And what his living merits wou'd have claim'd, 

Shall upon you and your Ordelia's head 

Be doubly ſhow'r'd by me Be you the heirs 

To Athelwold's high titles, as his virtues. 

And oh ! may this example ſerve to prove, 

He treads on dang'rous ground, who walks on love. 
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Perſons Repreſented. 


Enight, 


LON ORA, his Daughter, Mrs. Moo. 


SPRIGHTLY, a young Gentleman 


a : Mr. BickERSTAFE. 
in Love with LEONORA, F 


'Topy, SprRIGHTLY's Man, Mr. Pack. 


Corporal Corruu, the Statue. Mr. SP1LLER, 
Servants and Bearers. f 


The SCENE, London. 
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THE | 
Walking STATUE: 
i DEVIL in the Wine Cellar. 


T 


J SCEN E, the Street before Sir Timothy's Houſe, 
= Enter Toby, diſcuis'd like an Exchange girl with a 
= tand-box, 


« 


5 
© Toby . 


ELL, - of all the croſs-grain'd old 
fellows breathing, my maſter's Miſtreſs's 
father is one of the moſt hard to be dealt 
& withal; and therefore *tis for a man of my parts to 
ſucceed in an affair that has baffled the wit of all my 
fellow-ſervants. I perſuaded him, before he try'd his 
own ſkill, to make proof of mine, and I'II warrant PII 
get the letter to the Lady's hands, if once I come near 
enough to touch em. I have a ſtrange inclination to 
woman- hunting ever ſince I clamber'd over the houſe- 
top, and got to bed to Moll at the next door through 

the garret-window. Stay, this is the houſe; let me 

ſee, I think I am woman enough in the lower parts, 

and I am ſure my upper won't fail me. I have braſs 

enough in my face, and depth enough in my conſcience 
E 4 to 
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* 
to be really what I look to be — an Exchange girl. 
Ifakins, I'll knock, come on't what will; I am ſure 
I am ſafe enough in this dreſs, for tho? tis no new thing 
to find a knave in petticoats, 'tis an immodeſt and an 
unlawful thing to look for him there. 
| He knocks, and Sir Tim. looks out at a window, 

Sir Tim. Who's at the door ? 

Toby. Tis J. „ | 

Sir Tim. Tis I? Who's I ? What's your buſineſs? IM 

Toby. I wou'd ſpeak with Madam Leonora, Sir Ti- Meſs 
mothy Tough's daughter. 

Sir Tim. In what language wou'd you ſpeak with her? 

Toby. In what language? Why in good old Engliſh. 

Sir Tim. Good old Engliſh ! I'd have you to knoy 
you muſt ſpeak good plain Engliſh, it you talk with my 
daughter. 

Toby. Is your worſhip Sir Timothy Tough his own 
ſelf then? , 

Sir Tim. I am the man. 

Toby. I beg your worſhip's pardon, I come from We 
Mrs. Stitch in the New-Exchange, ſo pleaſe you Si, 
and have brought home a new head for the young Lady. 

Sir Tim. Wait, maiden, you ſhall have admittance. 

He goes from the winde. 

Toby. Rare fortune ifaith ! Well! I muſt needs ſay in 
my own commendation, tis not every body's talent to 
manage a thing diſcreetly, What will this maſter of 
mine owe me for ſo great a ſervice as I ſhall certainly 
do him ? When a man has got good luck among women, 
they ſay he was born under Caper-corn, I think they 
call it; and I ſhall go near to prove that Caper-corn is 
my maſter's beſt planet. Adſme, I hear 'em opening 
the door, now for it. | 

[The deor opens, and enter Sir Timothy with a great 

blunderbuſs, and two ſervants with guns and buff 
belts. 


7 oby. Bleſs my heart, what figures are here? 


th 
Ine 


2 Sir 
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rl. Sir Tim. Houſewife! I ſuſpect you for a wicked hypo 
Ire critical deſigning perſon, that has a felonious inten- 
ng tion to corrupt the obedience of my daughter, and, leſt 


ou ſhou'd have more rogues in ambuſh, I iſſue arm'd, 

Ito defend the honour of my family. What are you? 

W ſay what are you ? : 

Toby. Oh dear Sir! what do you mean? I never did 

you any harm in my life Sir. — Oh! oh! loving Sir, 
Wave mercy upon me Gear Sir, for the ſake of my ſpot- 

Wes virginity. 

- [Runs behind Sir Timothy, who preſents bis 

blunderbuſs againſt one of his own ſervants. 

Sir Tim. What are you? Speak or you die. 

Firſt Serv. *Slife Sir, don't ſhoot me, I am Robin. 

= Sir Tim. Adſo, a bad miſtake! I am dim- ſighted 

* truly ; but where is the whore, the bawd ? I know what 

W fort of a ſhop ſhe keeps, by her hanging out the ſign 

Jof x band-box. What do you do behind, houſewite ? 


ny 


5 your buſineſs is with the foreparts. Harry, Robin, 
2" Wh preſent with me thus, and when J ſpeak the word, give 
ir, frre. | [They all preſent their pieces at Toby. 
iy. BY Toby. Oh dear gentlemen ! ſpare me! ſpare me good 
4 gentlemen! don't ſhoot me, and Tl tell you all. 
20. | He kneels. * 
in Sir Tim. In the firſt place, as you hope to preſerve 
to that abominable life of yours, anſwer me the truth, and 
of WF nothing but the truth. Whence come you? 
als WR T7 oby. From the Exchange an't pleaſe you. 
en, Sir Tim. What buſineſs had you? 
ey Toby. The Exchange Sir. 
1 is Sir Tim. And what are you ? Jilt, ſpeak preſently, 
og what are you? 


Toby. The New- Exchange in the Strand, Sir. 

Sir Tin. What! are you the New-Exchange ? Slife! 
ſpeak ſenſe or you die. I don't think the tone of your 
voice treble enough for a whore, and therefore you muſt 
be a rogue (frak, | 

Toby. The New-Exchange indeed, Sir. 


dir Sir 
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Sir. 


the engaging Leonora —— Fool ! aſs! adzooks this 


Sir Tim. Sirrah, tell me truly, what ſex are you of, fir. 

. ? 
Toby. The Exchange, upon my word Sir. 

Sir Tim. Is the Exchange your ſex, rogue? Are you 
a man or a whore, ſirrah? 

Toby. About the middle of the Inner walk, . 

Sir Tim. Adslife, Robin, make ready. cc 

Toby. Oh! oh! ſpare my life, and take my band- bor : Wpco 


Sir Tim. Give it me, you whore. L Wha! 
Toby. I am no whore, upon my honour, Sir, 1 am but 
Squire Sprightly's rogue Toby, make the worſt of me. 
Wou'd I were buried ſix foot deep in my maſter's dung: 
hill! Aldi. 
[Sir Timothy opens the band- box and finds a letter, 

Sir Tim. Let's ſee, what's here? a letter! Oh! rogue! 
here, Harry, Robbin, rifle the ribands, and ſee if theres 
never another ſnake in the fool's graſs. What's here? 
[Puts on a pair of ſpectacles] To the lovely hands cf 


fellow makes love like an Oxford ſcholar. Pl! oper 
the ſeal. 1 
[ He breaks open the letter, and while the two fellows 

are fumbling in the band-box, Toby ſteals back. lt 

Toby. Timor adds —— wing as [He runs of. an 
Sir Tim. [ Reading.] — After many vain Endeavour 
to get a letter to your hands, the truſty Toby under- 
took — Oh rogue did you fo —— PII! —— Ha 
where is he? 
Firft Serv. An't pleaſe your worſhip, I believe he got 
off whilſt we were rumaging the band-box. ; 
Sir Tim. I'll rumage you, you careleſs raſcals; I'll 
teach you to plunder before you have ſecur'd the enemy, 
you dogs you. [He beats em with thi 
blunderbuſs off the ſtage. 


SCENE 


'OU 
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S C. EN E changes to Sprightly's — 
| Sprightly and Toby. 


Sight Nay, *faith, Toby, I pity thee with all my 
heart; but thou may'ſt make a moral uſe of this unlucky 
accident, and learn to believe thy ſelf no wiſer than _ 
people. Go, lay aſide the woman, and take up the ſta- 
tue! all things are now ready for the laſt trial, and it 
l all be put in execution this very evening. 

; Toby. Truly, Sir, if your worſhip pleaſes, I had rather 
pe the carver's man, than the ſtatue ; for if the old knight 


. Whhou'd find out the trick, my diſguiſe wou'd be ſo heavy 


g hat Feou'd not run away, and he might chance to ſhoot 
me thro? the head with his blunderbuls. 

S right. Piſh! fool! you know he's ſo purblind he 
can ſcarce ſee. 

| Toby. Ay, but if he can't ſee, he can feel tho?; and, 
uh if he ſhould happen to tickle my ſides, I ſhou'd burſt 
out a laughing, and diſcover all. 

Sprigbt. It's impoſſible he ſhou'd ſuſpect thee. I ſaw 
the ſtatue at the ſtone-cutter*'s, who told me, the old 
gentleman expects it to be brought home every day. 
My painted canvas is exactly copied from the original, 
; and the pedeſtal tis to be plac'd on in the hall is ſo 

Thigh, that he won't be able to reach your ſides; or if 
; The did, the daub is ſo hard and ſo thick, 'twou'd deceive 

a nicer touch than his I'll warrant thee. But are the 
| fellows at hand, who are to be concern'd in the ma- 
| nagement. 

Toby. They are all drinking at the next ale-houſe, and 
? de gentleman who is to act the ſtatue inſtead of me, Sir, 


is a man every inch of him. He married a woman who 
nad beat ſix huſbands to death with the but- ends of their 


a 4 own muſkets ; and in three night's time made the wild 


; beaſt ſo very tame, Sir, that ſhe fawns upon him like a 
ſpaniel bitch when ſhe's afraid of a kicking. 


Sprigbt. 
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Sprigbt. Thou haſt choſe an odd fort of a ſimile, Toby; 
but hark! ſomebody knocks ! Go, ſee who it is. 


Toby goes out, and re- enters with Cuttum. 


Toby. An't pleaſe your worſhip, this is the gentlemu 


we were diſcourſing about. 
Spright. May I know your name, Sir? 
Cuttum. I am vulgarly known by the name of corpy. 


ral Cuttum ; I have been a ſoldier from my cradle, au 
a cuckold from my marriage-bed, Sir: I have run thr 


all the mazes of fortune, but cou'd neer lay hold ff 


the gypſy : I believe I'm too honeſt to be proſperous i 


this age! and if I live much longer, I ſhall be too old u 5 


be knaviſn. I wou'd gladly make ſome uſe of my tim: 
Sir; for I have lately learn'd to remember, that I com 
of a race ſo much the reverſe of my way of living hi 
therto, that egad —— if 1 continue honeſt much longe; 
I ſhall be the only fool of my family 
Spright. Pray Mr. Cuttum, what country are you of! 
Cuttum. Why, Sir, to tell you the plain truth, ther 


is no country will own us, and we own no country; . 


tſhou'd be French by our air, and Spaniards by our ſtep; 
Sir; but a parcel of ſcoundrel rogues about town wil 


needs have the Cuttums to be an Iriſh family, for 


other reaſon egad, than the reach of their aſſurance! 
Spright. Have you no friends in town to apply to? 
Cuttum. Yes, Sir, there's a relation of mine general! 


known about town; he's a kind of a wit, and has vn 
plays; but he has an odd humour, that makes him inc 


pable of ſerving a kinſman. 
Spright. What humour is that, pray? | 
Cuttum. Why, Sir, he has been ſ6 fond of fathering 


ſtranger's children, that he ſcarce knows how to look up 


on the ſon of a poor relation, 

Sprigbt. Well, Mr. Cuttum, you are a merry fellow; 
you know the taſk, and the reward deſign'd you, | 
ſuppoſe. ; 


Cuttumn, 


oby : 


man 


life, Sir! 
not a branch of our family, but has patience enough that 
Jay for any informing conſtable, bailiff's follower, fe- 
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Cuttum. My worthy friend Mr. Toby — here, has 
inform'd me at large; and I am ready to prove with 


Thow much zeal I wou'd undertake an action of greater 


difficulty upon a leſs temptation. 
Spright. I aſſure you, you have heard the utmoſt of your 


: danger; come the worlt to the worſt *tis but a beating, 
T and that I preſume you cou'd bear with reſolution. 


Cuttum. Am I a Cuttum, and do you aſk that queſtion ? 
bear a beating ? Why, there's 


O 


male tatler, or marſhal of France, egad. 


Spright. That's well; I think all things are now in a 


Y readineſs ; we'll go in, and about it preſently. But 
: heark'e, Toby, is your diſguiſe come home yet? 


Toby. Four hours ago, Sir. = But now you talk 


. I of a diſguiſe, am I to be a Jew or a Gentile ? 


Sprigbt. Oh! a Jew by all means. Come along Mr. 


: Corporal; while you are getting ready, I'll inſtruct you 
what to ſay to the Lady, for the ill ſucceſs of my laſt 
letter forbids me all thoughts of ſending 1 


Toby. Well! o' my conſcience, my maſter is the firſt 


d that ever went about to ſend a meſſage by a ſtone porter! 


They go in. 


SCENE, Sir Timothy's Houſe. 
Sir Timothy and Leonora. 


Sir Tim. Sbud! don't tell me of my promiſe; aſk 


uuy ſtateſman in Chriſtendom, if promiſes are chains on a 


wiſe man's will, Tis true I told the young fool Spright- 
ly he ſhou'd have you, but that was when nobody of a 


better eſtate was of his mind, girl. 


Leon. The ties of duty, Sir, firſt led me to encourage 
Mr. Sprightly*s addreſſes, in obedience to your commands; 
and now the ties of honour forbid me to wrong a man 
who ſo ſincerely loves me. 


Sir 
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jects already; and if he comes within the reach of my | 7 
blunderbuſs, have at him, by Sir Feremy / | 


| never care much for a man of marble ! 


| Re-enter the "ſervant with Toby diſeuis'd like a Few with 
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Sie Tim. I gave him my word, that if he cou'd outyi; 
me, he ſhou'd keep what he got, with my good will, and ſo 
a good fortune; but alas! poor young fool, his bird. 
lime is no better than chaff, and an old fowl is too wif c 
to be taken by it. I have defeated five or fix of his pro- 


Leon. Oh, Sir! you are the moſt barbarous of fa. ws 
thers! and have contriv'd this ſureſt way to make mM 
miſerable! | 

Sir Tim. Goodnow | Goodnow! pretty rurtle-dovel how 
naturally it mourns the loſs of its mate! Come, come, oh 
tis juſt your ſex ſhou'd ſhare a little of the ſorrow you Wl | 
beſtow, houſewife ! A woman's tears are like ſhowers in * 
April, a neceſſary ingredient to make up her natural com- 


poſition ot change and inconſtancy, - no 
Enter a Servant. * 
Serv. Sir, here's a man without has brought home a m 
_w ſtone thing, that looks like the Great Turk, Sir. fe 
Sir Tim. How ! the ſtarve * bring him in, bring him b, 
in firrah ! Exit ſervant. Wl n 
Leon. Sir, you are likely to talk of what I don't under- 
ſtand, and if you pleaſe I'll retire to my chamber. n 
Sir Jim. No, no, pray ſtay, daughter; PII warrant 
you, if Sprightly was coming inſtead of the ſtatue, you b 


wou'd not be in ſuch haſte to be gone; but you women 


Leon. I am all obedience Sir. | 
be turns ber back upon the door, and leans penſively a- 
gainſt the hangings. 


great whiſkers, and a ſhort cloak, followed by four men 
bearing in a frame, upon which ftands Corporal Cuttum in 
the poſture of a ſtatue. 


Toby. 


in 


Ja chriſtian country, firrah ? 


f how you place him, pray, Gentlemen 
ſtands right; go — ſtay without till I come to you. 


my life! a pretty piece of workmanſhip truly! But pray, 
friend, why did not Mr. Chiſſel come himſelf? Am I fo 
bad a cuſtomer, that he muſt ſend ſervants to do my buſi- 
neſs? nay, and heathen ſervants too? 
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Toby. Save you, Sir! — Have a care, have a care; gent- 
ly, gently, I fay.— Sir, Mr. Chiſſel has ſent home your 
ſtatue, Sir, and where wou'd you pleaſe it ſhou'd be ſet ? 
Have a care, I ſay ; gently, gently. 

Sir Tim. Stay! let me put on my ſpectacles, and I'll telt 


you preſently —— Humph'! who are you, Sir? 


Toby. J am by profeſſion a ſtatuary, by country a Por- 


a tugueſe, but brought up in England; by quality a fore- 
man, alias a journey man, and by religion a Jew, Sir. 


Sir Tim. A Jew? Adzooks! what have you to do in 


Toby. Ha, ha, you are pleas'd to be merry, Sir ! But 


© where muſt the ſtatue be plac'd, an't pleaſe you? 


Sir Tim. Plac'd ? | Afide.] Egad I don't like this fel- 


low, he ſays he's a Jew, but he looks like a Philiſtine ! 


Toby. Set him down there, gently, gently ; be careful 
So, now he 


The four bearers go out. 
Sir Tim. Let me ſee how this ſtatue looks. Ads 


Toby. Your worſhip, I perceive, is a facetious old gen- 


tleman. But my maſter, an't pleaſe you, is ſick at preſent. 


Sir Tim. Old gentleman! firrah ! Is that your Hebrew 


breeding! Get out of my houſe, you rogue ! that Levi- 
tical face of thine ſtirs up my indignation |! 


Toby. I beg your pardon heartily, if I have ſaid any 


5 thing that offends you, Sir; but pray don't be in a paſſion 
i for nothing. Is not the work done as you expected it? 


[Al the while Sir Timothy is talking with Toby, Cuttum 
makes whimſical motions from the table to Leonora, 
who leans penſively, and don't obſerve him. 

Sir Jim. Expected it, ſirrah! I did not expect to have 


the figure to be ſent home by a rogue of a Jew, ſirrah! 


Let 
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Let me look all round the piece; egad, *tis ten to one bu 
the ſuperſtitious dog has circumcis'd my ſtatue ! 
Toby. Ha, ha, ha, ha. 


Sir Tim. Villain, raſcal ! what, am I to be laugh'd atty 
my face! | 


Toby. Ha, ha, ha, you muſt excuſe me, Sir, ha, ha, ha 


I vow you are the pleaſanteſt gentleman of your age that 
ever I met with. 

Sir Tim. Again at my age, ſirrah; here, Robin, Jona. 
than, quickly, bring me my blunderbuſs. Sirrah, get out 
of my houſe, or Ill break off a limb of the ſtatue, and knock 
out your brains with it. | He runs to pull off one of the Statue 

legs, and Cuttum kicks him down backward with the other, 

Toby. Slife! all's out! I'll make off while I can. 

| [He runs out, 

Sir Tim. Rogues! murder! help! dogs ! murder! 
murder | 

Leon. Heav'ns, Sir! what's the matter? 

Sir Tim. Matter ! you baggage ? Don't you ſee what 
the matter? That long · bearded rogue of a Jew has affront- 
ed me to my face, and beat out my teeth behind my back 
Rogues! Robin, Harry, Jonathan! what, muſt I be mur- 
der'd, and no body come in to my aſſiſtance? 

He runs out calling the ſervants, 

Cuttum.— I am glad he's gone, for my heart ach*d pla- 
guily when he came to pull my leg off. *Tis a lucky 
miſtake that he thinks Toby ſtruck him; but I'll take 
this opportunity to ſpeak to the Lady. Madam. 
Madam | 

He leaps down, and ſtalks towards Leonora, who turn, 

and ſhrieks at his approaching her. F 

Leon. Oh! heavens, what's here! Ghoſts! Spirits! De- 
vils! Ah! Heip! help! help! | 

Cuitum. Nay, now we are all undone, and egad ! if you 
die a maid, *tis no more than you deſerve for your damn'd 
unſeaſonable ſqueaking! | He runs to the table, and with 

much ado gets up, and ſtands in his old poſture ;, but fat 
haſte miſtakes, and puts the wrong leg forward. 4 
eon. 


£ 2 8 


ia 


bu Ten. Ah me! I ſee too late this is a trick of Sprighrly's: 
Enter Sir Timothy, and his ſervants. 
at to EIA 
Oh! Sir! I was half frighted; but beg your pardon fof 
ha, alarming you; being in a melancholy humour, I had for- 
tha got che ſtatue ſtood upon the table, and looking that way 
on the ſudden took it for a naked man. 
bra. Sir Tim. Oh! did you ſo, good daughter ! I ſee very 
out well what you would be at ; this exceſs of your folly 
ock betrays the lewdnefs of your thoughts. Ler's ſee! that raſ- 
1% WR cal Jew beat off my ſpectacles — Oh! here they lie— Well! 
ber, 1 vow this is a very curious piece of fculpture ! no real 
E fleſh and blood cou'd appear more lively, If that knave 
a. Chiſſel had nor ſent it by à Jew, I cou'd have been ex- 
er tueamly pleas'd with it. [ He views Cuttum all 


| round; whi expreſſes a great deal of fear: 
; But t ſtay! I fotgot to look whether I have not hurt the 
leg tho' —— —— Adfo! what's here; I am ſure this 
limb does not ſtand as it did juſt now. Daughter! 


ck. daughter 
ur- Leon. Sir. 
Sir Tim. Look here, is this the right poſture « or no ? 
ut, (While Sir Tim. turns to ſpeak to His daughter, Cuttumi 
la- s his leg as it was before. 
ky Leon. Right Sir? Yes, pray what ails it? 
ke Sir Tim. Ails it? *Slife I am bewitch'd — Iam ſure the 


C devil's in me, or my ſpectacles; why twas but this 
moment the leg ſtood here, and now 


1 Cuttum. Death, Sir! ſtand out of my way, or you're 


as dead as a door-nail. [ Aide. ] Slife P11 be gone while l 
e. may; if E ſtay a quarter of an hour, I ſhall be pounded 

in a mortar. [He leaps down furiouſly, and runs out. 
ou Sir Tim. Hey day! is my houſe become an enchanted 
d caſtle? What a plague! I ſhall be hooted at as I walk along 
th WE che ſtreets; if this jeſt paſſes on me! Here! follow me, ye 
or I raſcals; I'll ſtatue — dog I'll warrant him. 

[He runs out with his ſervants after Cuttum. 

It Vor. I. | * . Leen; 
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Leen. What a wretched condition has my folly brought 
me to ? If I flip this opportunity of eſcaping while the 
houſe is in ſo great contuſion, I ſhall be miſerable for ever, 
III get out the back Way, and truſt Fortune for the event 


of my undertaking! [She goes tut, 


SCENE changes to a court yard, with a well in it, 
Enter Toby frighted. 


Toby. Here have 1 crawl'd about this quarter of an hour, 
and can find no means to reach the door, without bein 


diſcover'd by ſome of the old fellow's maidenhead-watch-· 


ers! and if I ſtay here much longer, the danger will be 
equal. A pox take petticoats for Toby, if this is the ef. 
fect of following them! What ſhall I do ? — let me think 
a little! —- Adſbobs I have it; I have an old black maſk 
in my pocket with horns upon it; I'll tie it on, and creep 
down into yonder well, it looks like a dry one; or if I am 
drown'd, *tis a better death than being drubb'd to deſtruc- 
tion —— Pl lie quietly all night, and in the morning bolt 
thro? the door in my vizor and black waiſtcoat; it may 
ſo happen, that the rogues will take me for a devil that 
they ſay walks in this neighbourhood, and give me free 
paſſage — But firſt, down cloak, that if the well be deeper 
than ordinary, I may be ſure to fall ſoftly ; PII tie on the 
maſk when I'm ſafe at the bottom. So, now for it! Neck 
or nothing, as the proverd ſays. 

[ He throws down his cloak and gets into the well. 


Re-enter Sir Timothy, and the ſervants with guns, ſtaves, &c. 


Sir Tim. Who wou'd have thought that the four rogues 
who brought in that dog of a ſtatue, ſhou'd have waited. 
ſo cunningly to carry him off again upon occaſion ? Ad- 


zooks but we mauPd them in their retreat | Go, ye rogues, 


get ye into the cellar, and drink your ſelves drunk as a 
reward for your valour. 


| | [The ſervants go out bowing. 
N a . Well! 
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Well ! after all ! this Sprightly is a brave bold fellow, and 
deſerves the baggage heartily ; for I never cou'd imagine 
till now, that any woman in the world was worth a man's 
venturing a knock on the pate for! My daughter is afraid 
of a reproof, and is crept ſilently into her cloſet. I'll not 
diſturb her till morning, but go write an account of this 
night's works to her good old grandmother in the country. 

| © [ He goes out. 


SCENE changes to a cellar, with a wicket in the front 
ſcene, and diſcovereth the ſervants ſitting round a black 
jack, drinking and merry. : 


Firſt Serv. Here, honeſt Thomas, here's to thee. 

Second Serv. Prithee, what ſubject ſhall we be on to- 
night? Politics are grown muſty, learning is below meh of 
a genteel education, and ſcandal you know is taking upon 
us the converſation of our betters. 

Third Serv. Why faith ſince we have leave to be merry, 
honeſt Thomas had beſt give us a ſong. 

Second Serv. A match boys PII ſing you a ſong 

of my own making. . 

Firſt Serv. Of thy mak ing? What! a footman turn poet? 

Second Serv. A footman turn poet! ay Sir; why not? 
Since the poets have met with footmen's encouragement, 
footmen have taken up the poet's profeſſion. 

Third Serv. But how can a fellow without learning, 
brother Thomas, be maſter of that feeling, touching way 
that the poets talk of? 

Second Serv. Pugh! fool! the art of poetry is the gift 
of nature, and *twoud be no new thing to tell the world, 
ez that there's many a foorman can touch, #hd move, and 
ed. feel, and ſtir up the paſſions with the beſt poet in Chriſ- 
d- tcndom. But liſten to the ſong, boys. 
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Third Serv. Adzookers, he has pleas'd me fo well, tha 
Til &en make bold with a bottle of the fine wine my ma 
ſter has ſer a cooling in. the old well there, and treat ye 
like gentlemen. 

All. Why, that's kindly done now. 


Third Servant riſes, and opening the wicket, takes out a 
bottle, and holds it between hin and the light, 


Third Serv. Let's ſee, I think I have got the right ſort; 
no, tis not; this is the rot-gut rheniſh. —-- 

[WY bile the fellow turns to look at the bottle, Toby, ba. 
ving put on the black horw'd maſh, thruſts his head 
out of the wicket, and the ſervant, going to change 
the bottle, ſtrikes it againſt his forehead. | 

Third Serv. Ah! the devil, the devil! {Throws down 
be bottle, and runs backward. 

Firſt Serv. *Slife, there's the devil in good earneſt ! 
Toby. Rogues, thieves, Ill be among you ſuddenly. 
| He tumbles forward into the cellar. 
Second Serv. Oons ! Roger, fly, the devil's amongſt us! 
All. Help! help! the devil! the devil! the devil 
þT hey beat one another down, and hurry 
out headlong, and Toby after them. 


The SCENE changes to the hall. 
Enter Sir Timothy with his blunderbuſs. 


Sir Tim. Here! Harry! Thomas! Jonathan! rogues! 
raſcals! where are you? What's the matter below! Hey 
day! what's here to do? —— 


Enter Servants running. 


Firſt Serv. Help! help! the devil! 
Third Serv. The pope! the pope ! the devil! 
Second Serv. Oh! Sir! the devil has taken poſſeſſion 
of your worſhip's cellar. : 
ir 
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Sir Tim. The devil! you rogues! and are ye ſuch pitis 
ful, cowardly, unchriſtian ſoul'd fellows,as to be afraid of 
che devil. Adſbobs i wou'd he had been impudent en 
to have come into my preſence! Pd have deviFd him wich 
2 — life, rogues, ſtand out of my way —- Help! 
© help! help! {In ihe midft of Sir Timothy's ſpeech, Toby 
£ appears at the ball door, and the knight 
N beats down his ſervants, and runs out 
þ firſt; the men follow, crying out as before. 
Toby. Well! I have better luck now I am a devil, than 
had when 1 was a woman; and ſome arch wags wou'd 
from thence take occaſion to ſwear that the devil is the 
leaſt of the two evils. But I have no time to be witty at 
@ preſent. I ſee the ſtreet door open, and will lay hold on 
che opportunity. [Ae goes aut. 


5 7 


Re-enter Sir Timothy, and the Servants peeping. 
+ Sir Tim. Is he gone ? | 


Second Serv. I think the coaſt is clear at preſent. 
| [They come forwards, 
Sir Tim. I'II ordain a yearly thankſgiving to be kept on 
© this day throughout my family, for the wonderful deli- 
verance. : Loud knocking at the door. 
Stand cloſe here! for Heav*n's ſake ſtand cloſe, for I'm 
afraid he's a coming again! 
+ |: [They buddle cloſe together, and ftand gazing as in expecta- 
tion; and enter Sprightly with Leonora in a maſk, at- 


1 os Ne Ts n ̃— 


= tended by Corporal Cuttum, and Toby in his vizor. 
N Sir Tim. Deliver me ye Pow'rs, for yonder's the devil 
return'd with his whole family. 

= Opright. Ha! ha! ha! poor Sir Timothy, tis a devil 
© of my breeding. . | Pulls off Toby's maſk. 
Toby. Tis I my own ſelf, in very deed Sir 

Dir Tim. Why then in very deed, Sir, I wiſh the real de- 
vil wou'd run away with the pretended one. 


Toby. Adſme! Sir! if you wiſh your wiſhes upon me, 
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Ill ſnatch off my friend the ſtatue's leg here, and —_— 


* brains out. 
Sir Tim. to Cuttum. Why, were you the dog that was 
Aer into ſtone, Sir? | 
Cuttum. The very ſame at your fries. Sir. 
Spright. Ol Sir! Love has been author of ſtranger 
metamorphoſes, than any in Ovid. 
Sir Tim. And pray, Mr. Sprightly, what pretty part 
are you to act in your turn here? 
Sprigbt. A double one, Sir, in conjunction with this 
Lady p48” 17 akes off Leonora s maſk, and kneels with 
* Her to Sir Timothy, 
Leon. Our firlt requeſt, Sir, is for your pardon ; and 
our next, that you will pleaſe to ratifie our articles of 
agreement, according to the promiſe you were pleas'd to 
make us. 
Sir Jim. Confuſion! furies ! devils! witchcraft ! rogues! 
tricks! damnation ! conjuration! and diſtraction 
He raves, and ſtamps, and runs off the ſage. 
| Spright. Come, lovely Leonora, let us follow him, and 
molli'y his paſſion by ſubmiſſion and entreaty; and may 
aur example teach the world this certain maxim: 
Love, like the palm-tree, by oppreſſion grotos, 
Checkd, like jlop'd rivers, more impetuous flows, | 
Aud, like Antæus, gathers ſtrength from blows. 
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TO HER 
Moſt Sacred MA] ES T I, 


The QUEEN, 
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MADAM, 


Mong the numerous arts and ſciences, 
which now diftinguiſh the beſt of 
nations under the beſt of Queens; Muſic, 
the moſt engaging of the train, appears in 
charms we never ſaw her wear till lately; 

when the univerſal glory of your Majeſty's 
© illuſtrious name drew hither the moſt cele- 
brated maſters from every part of Lops, 
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In this capacity for flouriſhing, twere a 
public misfortune, ſhou'd OPER A“s, for 
want of due encouragement, grow faint 
and languiſh : My little fortune and my 
application ſtand devoted to a trial, whe- 
ther ſuch a noble entertainment, in its due 
magnificence, can fail of living, in a city, 
the 
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hs eſt apa of un 1 to reli 
and ſupport it. 


MA DAM, 
This Or ERA is a native of your Ma 


jeſty 8 dominions, and was conſequent) | 


born your ſubject: "Tis thence that it pre. 


ſumes to come, a dutiful entreater of you 
royal favour and proted ion; a bleſſing 


which having once obtain'd, it cannot mik 
the clemency of every air it may hereafter 


:breathe in. Nor ſhall I then be longer | 


doubtful of ſucceeding in my endeavour, 
to ſee the Engliſh Or ERA more ſplendid 
than her Mor HER, the Italian. I hum 
bly preſume to beg the honour of you 


Majeſty's permiſſion, to ſubſcribe my {lf 


with the moſt profound ſubmiſſion and 


obedience, 
bf Maran, 
Your MajzsTy's 
moſt eternally devoted 


ſubject and ſervant, 


AARON Hill 
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5 HEN I ventur d on an undertaking ſo ha- 
zardous as the direftion of OPERA's in 
their preſent eſtabliſhment, I reſolv'd' to 
are no pains or coft, that might be requifite to make 
© thoſe entertamments flouriſh in their proper grandeur, 
8 that fo at leaſt it might not. be my fault, if the town 
could hereafter miſs ſo noble a divemſion. - 
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ter The deficiencies I found, or thought I found, in fuch- 

ger Italian OPER A's as have hitherto been introduced 

ir anong us, Were, Firſt, That they had been compoſed 
) 


for taſtes and voices, different from thoſe who were 10 
ng and hear them on the Engliſh Stage; And Se- 
condly, That wanting the machines and decorations, 
which below ſo great a beauty on their appearance, 
8 they have been heard and ſeen to very conſiderable dif 
advantage. 
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= At once to remedy both theſe misfortunes, 1 reſolved 
o frame ſome drama, that, by different incidents and 

paſſions, might afford the muſic ſcope to vary and dif= 
play its excellence, and fill the eye with more delighi- 
Jul proſpefts, ſo at once to give two ſenſes equal plea- 


ure. 


T could not chuſe a finer ſubect than the celebrated 
frory of Rinaldo and Armida, which has furniſhed 
OPERaA's for every ſtage and tongue in Europe. 
[ have, however, uſed a poet's privilege, and vary'd 


from 


PREFACE. 


from the ſcheme of Taſſo, as was neceſſary for the be- 
ter farming a theatrical repreſentatian. fe 


I was a very particular happineſs, that I met wit 
a gentleman ſo excellently qualify d as Signor Roll, t 
fill up the model I bad drawn, with words ſa ſounding 
and ſo rich in ſenſe, that if my tranſlation is in many 
places led to deviate, Ws for want of power to reach 


the force of bis original 


Mr. Hendel, whom the world ſo juſtly celebrates, 
has made his mufic ſpeak ſo finely for its ſelf, that I an 
purpoſely filent on that ſubjeft ; and ſhall only add, 
that as when J undertook this affair, I had no gain 
in view, but that of the acknowledgment and approba- 
tron of the gentlemen 7 my country ; ſo no loſs, the li; 
of that excepted, ſhall diſcourgge me from a purſuit of 
all improvements, which can Pali ly be introduced 
pan our Engliſh Theatre, | 
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AixoNn Hill. 


LETTORE. 


L Ccoti, benigno lettore, un parto di poche ſere, 
LVL che ſe ben nato di notte, non è pero aborto 
di tenebre, ma fi farà conoſcere figlio d' Apollo 

on qualche raggio di Parnaſſo. La fretta di darlo 


Walla luce provenne da chi cerca ſodisfare la nobilts 
eon coſt non communi ; ed in me prevalſe una gara 
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Fvirtuoſa, (non gia nella perfezzione dell' opera, ma 


Wfolo nella brevits del tempo) poiche il ſignor Hen- 
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del, Orfeo del noſtro ſecolo, nel porla in muſica, a 
pena mi diede tempo di ſcrivere, e viddi, con mio 
grande ſtupore, in due ſole ſettimane armonizata 
a quell ingegno ſublime, al maggior grado di per- 
fezzione un opera intiera, Gradiſci, ti prego diſ- 
eretto lettore, queſta mia rapida fatica, e ſe non 
merita le tue lodi, almeno non privarla del tuo 


compatimento, 
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compatimento,. che dirò pid toſto giuſtizia per u 
tempo cos] riſtretto. Se qualcheduno poi non 
contento, mi ſpiace ; ma che queſti tali conſidering 


AI LETTORE. 


97 


bene, ch' il diſguſto proverra da loro medeſimi, 
non dalla compoſizione, che in fine e prodotta d 
quella bona volonta con cui riſpetta tutti, e puck 
ſodisfare ogn uno. | 
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ARGUMEN T.' 


| ODFREY, General of the Chriſtian Forces 
in the expedition againſt the Saracens, to en- . 
gage the affiſtance of Rinaldo a famous hero of 1 
Whoſe times, promiſes to give him his daughter 
1 Almirena, when the city of Jeruſalem ſhou'd fall 
into his hands. The Chriſtians, with Rinaldo at 
ö heir head, conquer Paleſtine, and beſiege its King 
\rgantes in that city. Armida an Amazonian en- 
Chantreſs, in love with, and beloved by Argantes, 
Contrives by magic to entrap Rinaldo in an en- 
: chanted caſtle, whence, after much difficulty, 
being deliver'd by Godfrey, he returns to the army, 
takes Jeruſalem, converts Argantes and Armida to 
the Chriſtian faith, and marries Almirena, aceord- 


Wing to the promiſe of her father Godfrey. 
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Perſonaggi. 


Corrs Do, Capitano Generale La Signora FF 
dell' Armata Cbriſtiana. Vanini Boſcbi. 


ALMIR ENA; ſud Figlia, deſti- uu Signora Iſabella Gi. 
nata Spoſa a Kina/ds. rardeau. | 


Rix AL DO, Heroe del Campo po, In Signor Cavalier M. 
deſtinato Spoſo ad Almirenn. coling Grimaldi. 


EusrAz 10, Fratello di Gof- q Il Signor Valentino Ur. 
Fredo. 5 dane 


AncaveE Re di Gieruſalemme, ) Il Signor Gi By 
Amante d Amide es ot as 


La Signora Eliſabeti 
piu Schia voneti, 
Virtuoſa di S. A. E; 
d' Hanover. 


Mago CRRIsTTAVO. It Signor Caſſani. 


La Muſica e del Signor Georgi Frederico Hendel, Mae 
di Capella di S. A. E. d“ Hanover. 


Anna Incantatrice, Regina 
di Damaſco, Amante ＋ Ar- 
ante. 
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RINALD0. 
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Perſons Repreſented. 


M E N. 


or PRE DO, Godfrey Duke of 

Bulloigne, General of the Eu- ¶ Signora Franciſca Vani- 
ropean Forces in the great Ex- ni Boſchi. 

pedition againſt the Saracens. 


vsrATIO, his Brother. Signor Valentino Urbani. 


Nux ALDo, a celebrated Chriſtian q Signor Cavalier Nicoli- 
Hero of ihe Houſe of Eſte. F no Grimaldi, 


ARGANTES, King of Jeruſalem. Signor Gioſeppe Boſchi. 


De Maciclan, Signor Giuſeppe Caſſani. 


A HERALD. My. Laurence. 


WOMEN. 


ARulba, 2 Queen of the Ama- 
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Zons and a famous e Signora Elizabetta Pi- 
come to the Aſſiſtance of Ar- \ lotta Schiavonetti. 
gantes. 


RLMIREN A, Daughter to Duke E Iſabella 
Godfrey. Girardeau. 


Mermaids, Spirits, Furies, Officers, Guards, 
and Attendants. 
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G RINALDO. 
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+ 
Atto Primo. Scena Prima. 
Citta di Gieruſalemme aſſediata, con porta in pro. | c 
ſpettiva, da cui eſcono ſoldati alla battagluſ 
Da un canto fi vede le tende delle arma 
Chriſtiano, } 
Goffredo circondato da Almirena, Rinaldo, ed Ei 1 
ſtazio, e dalle Guardie. 


Goffredo, Almirena, Rinaldo, Euſtazio. 


GOFFREDO. 


ELLE noſtre fatiche 

| Siam profſimi alla meta, O gran Rinaldo; 
La in quel campo di palme | 

Omai ſolo ne reſta 

Coglier Peſtrema meſſe ; 

E gia da” lidi eoi 

Spunta piu chiaro il ſole, 

Per illuftrar co rai d' eterna gloria 

L ultima di Sion noſtra vittoria. 
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pi The City of Jeruſalem befieged. A Proſpect of the 
glu. Walls, and a Gate on the plaineſt fide of the 
* Town, Part of the Chriſtian Camp on the right 


fide of the Stage. 
E. 
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Enter Godfrey, attended by Almirena, Rinaldo, and 
Euſtatio, and ſurrounded by bis Guards. 


Godfrey, Almirena, Rinaldo, Euſtatio. 


GODFREY. 


Ns great Rinaldo, have our warlike toils 
Nigh reach'd their wiſh'd reward. 

Yon tow'ring walls 

Shall ſhortly feel the ſhock of chriſtian pow'r! 
The Eaſtern fun ſhines with redoubled rays, 


To light our righteous arms the way to Sion 
G 2 .. Or 
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Sovra balze ſcoſcefi, e pungenti, 
1! fuo tempio la gloria ſol ha; 
Ne fra gioie, piaceri, e contenti, 
Ibei voti ad appendar fi va, 
| Soura, &c. 
Rin. Signor, gia dal tuo ſenno, 
E dal valor di queſto braccio armato, 
Piange Þ 4fia rubelle 
Nell eftrema agonia Pultimo fato; 
Onde al ſono ammirando 
Del glorioſo tuo nome 
Caderan quelle mura oppreſſe, e dome ; 
Ne fia d uopo col brando 
Honorar di quegP empij 
L'ultime ſue rovine. 
Ciò, che ſolo mi reſta, O Prence invitto, 
E, cogh alti imenei . 
Della bella Almirena, 
Gionger a queſto cor piu lieta ſorte; 
Che unita la virtu, ſempr* e più forte, 
Gof. Chi non cura il nemico, 
Iprecipizi affretta, O forte Heroe. 
Sul ſentier della gloria 
Tu non devi arreſtar”* il pie nel corſo; 
Vinta Sion, prende da me la fede, 
Almirena ti ſia bella mercede. 
Alm. *inaldo amato ſpoſo, eh! ti ſovenga, 
Cbꝰ' ogni ritardo e inciampo 
Nella bella carriera 
Della gloria guerriera. 
Va, pugna ardito in campo, 
Sin che Sion ſcuota quel giogo indegno; 
Che la face d'amore 
Speſſo gela nel ſen marziale ardore. 
Combatti da forte, che fermo il mio ſen 
Piacer ti prepara, contenti d'ogn” or 
Con face di gloria bell iri ſeren 
Adeſſo riſplenda nell alto tuo cor. 


Combatti, &c. 
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O'er craggy rocks of ſteep aſcent, I 
The road to glory lies, 12 
And empty joys, or dull content $0 
The brave with eaſe deſpiſe. h 
O'er craggy, Sc. 
Ein. Aſia, great Sir, pierc'd by your wile commands, 1 
Beneath the thund'ring of this warlike arm, 4 
© Groans, at the near approach of Ruin's tread. by 
© Thoſe impious tow'rs, their maſter's laſt vain hope, 
shall at the mention of thy glorious name, 
E Tumble, unbatter'd, down, and cruſh the laves, 
Unworthy of a ſword, ſo fam'd as thine. 
Remember then, victorious Prince, my claim 
To Almirena's charms ;— 
Let marriage ſmile, 
And bleſs my heart and hand with equal joy. 
All virtues join'd grow ſtronger. 
& Godf. Undaunted Hero, tho' no hoſtile force 
Can ſhake thy mighty mind 
let! in the road to glory fall not back, 
But paſs by love when thy fair fame invites thee. 
When Sion, falling, ſhall more glorious riſe, 
ge Almirena's love Rinaldo's prize. 
An. Conſider, lov'd Rinaldo, each delay 
Stamps 2 grim ſpot on the bright face of war; 
Go fight, ſuccelsful *gainſt our ſaith's proud foe, 
Till Sion's freed from her inglorious yoke. 
Then gay with conqueſt, come triumphant back, 
And boaſt how bravely Mars has won his Venus. +4 
The force of love has valour oft ſuppreſs'd, by 
And glory freezes in an amorous breaſt ; | 
E Go fight and ſucceed, 10 
8 For each drop you ſhall bleed ty 
Will increaſe the dear flame in my breaſt ; 
I "Tis glory and fame 
Y Win the generous dame, 
And the conqueror” s courtſhip is belt. 


: Go fight, Sc. 
k G 3 Eft, 
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Euſ. Queſti ſaggi conſigli ; 
Accogli nel tuo ſen prode guerriero. 7 
Rih. Quanto poſſente ſei bendato arciero! ; 


Ogn' indugio d un amante 
E una pena acerba e ria; | A 
Il timor ſempre lo 5ferza, 
La ſperanza ſeco ſcherza, 
Her lo prova Palma mia. 


Quanto, &c. 
SCENSA U. 5 
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S' ode ſuonar* una tromba, che precede un' araldo ſpeduſ 
dalla citta, e che viene accompagnato da due guard: 
ſin' alla preſenza di Gofiredo. 

Araldo, e Detti. 
Ara. Signor, che delle ſtelle 

Emuli i preggi, a te ſalute invia 

L'eccelſo mio Monarca; e da te chiede, | | 

In un libero varco. 2 

Efporti i ſenſi ſuoi con franca fede. F | 
Gof Venga il tuo re a ſuo grado; Z 

CH in di lui ficurta Fhonore impegno. 

Euſ. Zuivi lo ſpinge alta caggion di regno. 
Suila ruota ai Fortuna | 
Va girando la Speranza ; 
Ma fe un cor virthte aduna, 


G e fol baſe la coſtanza. 
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Sulla, &c. 
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Argante eſce della citta in un carro trionfale tirato ff 
cavalli, e ſeguitato da un gran numero de guard We 
piedi, e gente a cavallo, e diſceadendo con un dH 
teggio ſolenne s accoſta alla perſona di Goffredo, "WW 
ſi move per incontrarlo. I 
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Euſt. Illuſtrious warrior, mark theſe counſels well, 
VUngovern'd paſſions eaſily rebel. 
Rin. How mighty is thy pow'r, blind God of Love! 
Love delay'd is bitter anguiſh. 
Fear and torments ſtill ſucceed, 
Hope decays and pleaſures languiſh, 
Now my heart has learnt to bleed. 
Love delay'd, Ge. 


SCENE II. 


A trumpet ſounds, and the city pate being thrown open, diſ- 


covers a herald, attended by two guards, who advances 
towards Godfrey, Sc. 


Herald. Thou mighty Chief, whoſe vaſt capacious ſoul 
Rivals the ſtarry height of heavenly Pow'r 
Buy me the King my maſter bids thee hail; 
And not contented that the tongues of llaves 
| Shou'd ſpeak his ſovereign pleaſure, comes himſelf 
To a free conference. 
Godf. Why, let him come, 
My honour is his paſsport. 
Euſt, We ſhall hear 
What ſtrange propoſals this fierce Monarch wk 
On the fickle wheel of Fortune 
Hope is always turning round, 
But a heart with virtue ſtrengthen'd, 
Is for ever conſtant found. 
On the, Sc. 


SCENE III. 


Argantes from the city, drawn through the gate in a trium- 
phal chariot, the horſes white and led in by armed Blacka- 
moors, He comes forward attended by a great number of 
horſe and foot guards, and deſcending from his chariot ad- 
areſſes himſelf to Godfrey, who advances io meet him. 

G 4 Arg. 
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| Argante, e Detti. 
Arg. Sibillar gh angui d' aletto, 
E latrar vorace Scilla, 
Parmi vdir *intorna a me; 
Rio velen mi ſerpe in petto, 
Ne ancor languida favilla 
Di timer, pena mi die, _ 
Sibillar 0 & c. 


Goffredo, ſe Parriſe 

Sin qui Fortuna, ella inconſtante ſempre 
Pus ben cangiar ſue tempre ; 

E ſe ſaggio tu ſei, 

Aſcolta i detti miti. 

Per riſtorar' in parte 

I ſcambievoli oltraggi, 
. Chiedo, che fi ſoſpenda 

Sol per tre giorni] merzial furore; 
Tanto devi a tuo pro, tanto al mio honore. 
Gof. Chi q baje del giuſto 

Appoggia l alte impreſſe, 

Non teme della forte i crudi eventi. 

Tu con fi perbi accenti 

Grazie richiedi, e pur ti fian conceſſe, 
Che d' un anima grande 


Leggerai con roſſor i preggi in eſſe. 
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No, no, che queſt' alma bz 
Scontenti non dd; Þ 
Con placida calma . 
Giovare ſol ſd; 5 
Ch e grande il diletto E 
Dun nobile petto, if 
Cb' a gloria ſen vd. Y 
No, no, &c. E: 
SCENA IV I c 
Argante ſolo. Þ 
Infra dubbij di marte 4 


Reſia ſoſpeſo il cuore; Mg 


(J Godf.) Chriſtian, that ſtrumpet Fortune, 
That hitherto has on thy rapines ſmil'd, 

ls ſtill inconſtant and can change her mind. 

lf then thou art but wiſe, as thou art brave, 

Jo recompenſe the mighty ills thou'ſt done, 

ge once by reaſon led; for three ſhort days 

© Suſpend the rage of war. Nay, wait not thought, 
a A three days truce will three days ſafety give. 


Needs never fear the blackeſt turn of fate; 
Thou with diſdainful accents ſeek'ſt to cloath 
A poor petition ; and ] grant thy pray'r 
For generous ſouls are far more flow to aſk, 


* r 
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© Oppreſs'd with doubts of war, my anxious breaſt 
© Forgets the touch of peace. But far more ſtrong, 
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Ag. The hiſſing ſnakes of Envy's locks, 
And Scylla barking from her rocks, 
Cou'd I around me hear, 
Shou'd ſtabbing pain invade my breaſt, 
And racking poiſon break my reſt, 
This heart wou'd ſcorn to fear. 


The hiſſing, &c, 


Godf. He that on virtue builds the aim of war, 


Than to beſtow, like me. 

No, let it ne'er be ſaid, 
That I gave cauſe of woe, 
My ſoul, by honour led, 
Wou'd only peace beſtow, 
Sublime beyond meaſure, 
Moſt ſweet is the pleaſure, 


Which the generous know. 
No, let, &c. 


SCENE V. 


Argantes alone. 


Love 


5 
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Ma più vaneggia oppreſſo 

Ne penſieri d Armida, 

Cb' amante, in un e mia compagna fida, 

De marziali eventi 

Nelle zifre del Fato 

Corſe a ſpiar gli arcani, 

Per render” di nemici i motti vant. 
Vieni, O cara, à conſolarmi 
Con un guardo tuo ſeren; 
I tuo volto puol bearmi, 
E ſcacciar il duol dal ſen. 

Vieni, &c. 


S CEN A V. 


Armida in aria, ſopra un carro tirato da due dragon, 
che gettano fiamme, e fumo dalle bocca. 


Armida, Argante. 


Arm. Furie terribili 
Circondatemi, 
Seguitatemi 
Con faci herribili. 
Furie, &c. 


Arrivata il carro a terra, li dragoni lo tirano ſin' ad 
preſenza d' Argante, che va ad incontrar* Armida, 


Arg Come à tempo giungeſti, 
Cara, per conſolar Palma ſmarrita; 
Io, che alla tua partita. 

Frettoloſo anelai; impaziente 

I tuo ritorno atteſt ; 

E a quel tiran richigſi 

Breve tregua nel campo, 

All Aſia per veder ſe v' e pit ſcampo. 

Arm. Signor, ſe ben confuſi 
Con gli enigmi del Fato; 


700) 
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Love and Armida rack my hurried ſoul; 
Armida, full of wiſdom, and of force, 
N At once my miſtreſs, and my brave ally, 
; Now abſent from her lover's longing eyes, 
Is the dark cyphers of myſterious Fate, 
© Seeks to read means to ſave this land and me. 
Come, delightful, lovely creature, 
Bring me comfort in thy eye, 
Arm'd with charms, thy every feature 
Strait can make my forrows fly. 


Come, delightful, Ge. 


SCENSK . 


Armida in the air, in a chariot drawn by two huge dra- 
gons, out of whoſe niouths iſſue fire and * 


; Armida deſcending. 


F Ye Furies moſt terrible, 
4 Follow me, 
4 Surround me 


With faces moſt horrible. 
Ye Furies, Cc. 


; The Chariot being deſcended, the dragons ruſh forward, 
Y 


and draw her towards Argantes, who advances to 
meet her. 


Arg. How timely, charmer, art thou thus arriv'd, 
To heal the wounds of my diſorder'd ſoul! | 
i, who, at thy departure felt ſuch grief, 

Was all i impatience for thy wiſh'd return; 
The Chriſtian tyrant grants the truce propos'd, 
Say, may our Aſia thence reſume loſt hope? 
Arm. As much perplex'd as all Fate's riddles are, 


i, with tremendous charms, have plung'd my ſearch 
Down 
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To con note tremende 

Pur forzai quelP abiſſo 

A ſcior in chiaro ſuon diſtinti accenti z 


Ed a mie brame ardenti The gt 
Riſpoſe in tuono amico; Alia, 
Se dal campo nemico 8 Arg 
Svelto fia di Rinaldo il gran ſoſtegno, Aru 
Speri pur d Aſa il deſolato regno. Eis n 

Arg. Corro a ſpegner quell” empio. uſt 


Arm. T* arreſta, o caro; e jol di me fia cura. 
L' allontanar quel forte 
Dalle ſquadre nemiche. 
Nel mio poter t“ affida. 

Arg. Parto, e in te ſol Panima mia confida, 


___ = [Argante va vu, 
Arm. Molto vogho, molto ſpero, 
Nulla devo dubitar. 


Di mia forza all alto impero 
Sapro il mondo aſſoggetar. 
Molto, &c. 


SCENE VI. 


Luogo di delizie con fonti, viali, ed vccelliere, in ci 
volano, e cantano gli vccelli. 


Almirena, Rinaldo. 


Alm. Augelletti, che cantate, 
Zefiretti che ſpirate 
Aure dolce intorno a me, 
I mio ben dite dove? 
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Augelltti, &c. 
Adorato mio ſpoſo 
Vieni a bear queſt” alma. 
Rin. Al ſuon di quel bel labbro 
Corron feſtoſi a te gli affetti miei; 
Tu Pidolo mio jet, 
E quella famma illuſtre, 


NI £6 16. 93 


Down to the deepeſt channels of her will! 
Liy pow'r has forc'd from her obſcure abyſs, 
Tie clear prediction of thy country's opc; 
, from the hoſtile Europæan camp 
58 great Rinaldo's aid can be withdrawn, 
, Ala, now deſolate, may ſmile again. | 4 
I fly to ſtab the ſlave— 2 
An. Argantes hold 7 
Fris not the force of arms, but art like mine, 
Muſt draw that fated hero from their camp; 
II find a ſafer Way — | ” 
Why then —farewel— i 
Þ thee and theealone, my ſoul confides. 1 
Armida alone. 
Much I reſolve, and more I hope, 7 
Doubt is below my ſoul; 3 
Wou'd Heaven but give my fortune ſcope, * 
I wou'd the ſtars controul. 4 
Much I, Se. 
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SCENE Vl. 


f derghtful grove in which the birds are heard to ſing, and 
ſeen fl ying up and down among the trees. 


* 
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? Almirena. 
Charming birds, thus ſweetly ſinging, 
Zephyrs, every odour bringing, 
All ye beauties of the grove, 
Teach me how to find my love. 
Charming birds, &c, 
ome my ador'd, and bleſs me with thy preſence. 


Enter Rinaldo. 
FA Charm'd by the magic of thoſe powrful lips, 
[ly hurrying ſoul flies outward to thy call; 


m————_— EE 3 F e "LEY 


Im not prophane z but if I kneel to thee, 
My idol s brightneſs will my guilt atone z 


? That 


5 
9 
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Cb' in me vie pits ꝙ accende, 

Da tuoi bei lumi, O cara, 

Prende il gran fuoco ad avamparmi I core. 
Alm. Bella ſtella d'amore 

Nelle pupille tue folgora il lume. 


Rin. Per te ſola, O mio nume, Sb 
Ardon le faci mie, fuman gÞ incenſi . 
Di fervidi ſoſpiri. in 

Alm. Ti ſolo a miei martiri Fe 
Porgi placida calma. . 

Rin. In te vive il mio cor, fi ſtrugge Palma. 1 

Alm. Scherzano ſul tuo volto : 
Le grazie vez2oſette ; . 

Rin. Ridono ſul tuo labbro F Tl 
1 pargoleti amort ; 1 C 


A mille, a mille. 3 

i Nel bel fuoco di quel guardo, 
Tut due. Amor giunge al forte dardo 
Care faville, 5 

A mille, &c. 


SCEN A. VII J 


W 


Armida, e Detti. 
Armida ſtrappa Almirena per forza dalle mani di Rin 


e vuole condurſela via. A 
Arm. Al valor del mio brando 
Cedi la nobil preda. 
Alm. Ob! Dei che fia! EY; 
Rin. Non cedero Almirena, I 
Se col fulminein mano # 
La chiedeſſe il tonante. 3 Pl 
Arm. Tanto ardiſci arrogante? T. 
Rinaldo tira la ſpada contro Armida, che oy 7) 


pure il ferro verſo lui, e fi mette in atto de 1 
tad 


[4 
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For thee my incenſe ſmoaks in ſighs of love 
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IThat ſpotleſs flame, your virtue kindled up, 
TY ou beauty ſets a blazing in my ſoul ; 
Share in the heat, or cool my ſcorch'd deſire. 


Am. How lovely terrible in thoſe dear eyes, 


Shines the fierce light'ning of love's brighteſt heav'n! 


Rin. For thee alone, thou Goddeſs of my wiſhes, 
In humble ſacrifice my off rings burn, 


Aim. Thou art the calm of peace, when my poor mind 


46 tols'd in ſtorms of war.. 


Rin. Thy preſence gives me life, and death thy abſence. 
Am. Gazing with heedleſs wonder on thy face, 


The ſporting Graces ſmil'd me into love. 


Rin. Love's God has plac'd an ambuſn in thy lips, 
And ev'ry ſallying accent makes a ſlave. 


SONG, in two parts, by Rin. and Alm, 


Love enchanting all my ſenſes, 
To thy beauties native fire, 
Adds a thouſand ſweet offences, 


7 Which at once bid hope retire, 


And invite us to deſire. 
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Love enchanting, Sc. 


SCENE VII. 


Armida enters, and ſeizing forcibly on Almirena's band, s 
leading her away. 


Arm. To the ſuperior courage of my arm, 
Yield thou this noble prize. 
Alm. Aid me ye Pow'rs ! 
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Rin. Yield Almirena ? No 
ll never yield her, till with light'ning charg'd 


E The thunder ſhall demand her. 


Arm. Then thus, preſumptuous,ſhall my claim make way. 
They have drawn their ſwords, and are making at each 


oer; when a black cloud deſcends, all fill'd with 
dreadful 


r d © 


taglia; ma mentre ſono per batterſi, diſcende una nube 
negra ripiena di moſtri horribili, che mandano fug;; 
fiamme, e fumo, con gran muggiti, e coprendo Amid 
ed Almirena, le porta ſeco in aria, laſciando in loro vers 
due furie ſpaventevoli, che doppo haver deriſo Rinal, 
ſe profondano ſotterra. 


Rin. Cara ſpoſa, amante cara, 
Dove ſei ? 
Deb! ritorna a' pianti miei 
Del voſtr erebo ſull* ara, 
Colla face del mio ſdegno 
Jo vi do, O ſpirti rei. 


SC ENA VIII. 


Goffredo, Euſtazio, e Rinaldo immobile, cogli occhi fifl 
a terra, e ſommerſo in una gran confuſione. 


Gof. CB inſolito ſtupore 
Lega gli ſenſi tuoi, prodi campione? 
Euſ. Quale a quell” alma forte 
Meraviglia fatal ſcuote Pardire ? 
TH, che con braccio armato 
Vibri fulmini in campo, 
Abbaghato cadrai 
Di funeſti penſieri ad un ſol lampo? | 
Rin. Tale ſtupor moccupa i ſenſi, e tale 
E il dolor, che m'acuora, 
Che poſſo a pena ariicolar gli accent! ! 
Qu con note innocent! 
Stavo ſpiegando del mio corgli affetti 
Alla bella Almirens : 
Quando (ob cieli che pena ! ) 
Amazzone corſara | 
Tento rapir* a me gioia firara ; 
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dreadful monſters ſpiiting fire and ſmoke on every ſide. The 
cloud covers Almirena and Armida, and carries em up 
fwiftly into the air, leaving in their place two frightful 
furies, who having grinn'd at, and mock'd Rinaldo, fink 
down, and diſappear.  _ | 


Rinaldo alone. 


E Where art thou gone, my love, my dear betroth'd? 
Where are thy beauties now? | 
Return alas! thou raviſh'd Heav*n return 

Io an abandon'd lover's ſad complaint, 

And fave a life, that dies for loſs of thee 3 

But ſhall I, bear this loſs ? no, Furies, no! 

Here on the very borders of your hell, 

E Diſdainful of your black reſolves I ſtand, 

And bear my vengeance in my dreadful hand. 


SCENE VII. 


| Godfrey, Euſtatio, 6c. enter 10 Rinaldo, who ſlands 
immoveable with his eyes fix d on the ground, 


r 


= Godf. What unaccuſtom'd grief, illuſtrious friend, 
Has fix d thoſe piercing eyes ? 
Euſt. What wond'rous chance 

Has from thy looks exhal'd the ſparkling fire? 
Thou, that like fabled Jove, 

Wer't wont to hurl loud thunder thro' the camp; 
Can'ſt thou be ſubject to a change like this? 

Can ſadneſs ſeize Rinaldo ? | 

8 Kin. Such new amazement has my ſenſes ſeiz'd, 
Such grief unbounded galls my panting ſoul, 

That 'tis with mortal pain my words find way; 

As here in peace and innocence I ſtood, 

And held the lovely Almirena's hand, 

Unboſoming my heavy load of love, 

A furious Amazon, (O painful thought) 

Entered, and fiercely ſeiz d the trembling maid. 

Vol. I. H Can'ſt 
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Cor ingrato ti rimembri, 
E non ſcoppij di dolor? 
Ma ſe upido raſfembri, 
Si riſvegli'l mio furor. 
Cor, &c. 
Jo all' era impug no i] brando 
A pro del mio teſoro; 


Quando tartares coro 
M involò in un iſtante 
La nemica, ePamante ; 
Forſe ſu error, ch ally belta divina, 
Crede Pluton che foſſe Proſerpina. 
Gof. Un mio giuſto dolor Panima ingombra 1 
Euſ. Inſolili portentt ! 
Ma era ſi ſieri event! 
Ti conſola german, Rinaldo ſpe era; 
CY a“ pied un monte in cavernoſo ſaſſo 
Giace huom, che delle ſtelle 
Spiar ſd il cenſo, e qual virtute alligna 
Ne elle Pietre, e nell herbe: 
Queſti m' & noto; ed ivi 
Pront i n andren. a ricercar conſiglio, 
Almirena per trar dal grave Mglio. 
Gof. I mio core ne freme 
Euſ. Licta ſcorta ne ſia una belle Ipeme. 
Col valor, colla virtu 
Hor fi vada a trionfar ; 
DalP indegna ſchiavitlu 
L'alta prole, io vo rittrar. | 
, Col, &c. 
[ Goffredo ed Euſtaxio vanno vn 


SCENA IX. 


Rinaldo ſolo. 
Di ſperanza un bel raggio 
Ritorni a riſchiarar Palma ſmariita ; 
S?, adorata mia vita 
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Can'ſt thou feel this, ungrateful heart. 
And doſt not nobly burft with grief? 
If thou ſo baſely ſtupid art, 8 
My rage ſhall give my woe relief. 
| Can'ſt thou, &c: 
Enrag'd, I, ſwift as lightning, drew my ſword, 
In the defence of my aſſaulted dear, 
When an amazing hoſt of hell's black fiends, 
With ſudden horror, burſt in clouds upon me, 
And, in a moment hurried, thro? the air, 
My miſtreſs, and my foe Pluto, perhaps, 
Miſtook the fair one for his Proſerpine, = 
And, raviſh'd with her charms, has ſtole her from me. A 
Godf, Paternal ſorrow freezes up my thoughts. "1 
Euſt. Unuſual, and amazing accident * 
But hope Rinaldo, brother droop not thus. br 
Not diſtant far from yon tall mountain's foot, id 
A gloomy cave of rocky entrance lies, 
Where dwells a man, who by his magic ſkill 
Can read the ſtarry characters of heav*n ; 
And tell the virtues, ſtones and herbs contain ; 
This man, by long familiar converſe bound, 
Is my faſt, faithful friend ; thither we'll go, 
And from his counſels our beſt meaſures know. 
Godf. Revive, diſtemper'd heart | 
Euſt. Tis brave to hope! 
Valour with virtue, nobly join'd, 
To certain triumph leads us, 
And teaches glorious means to find 
The fair diſtreſs'd that needs us. 
; Valour with, Sc. 
vil, [4] but Rinaldo go out. 
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SCENE IX. 


Rinaldo alone. 
A ray of hope returns with lightſome beams, 
To cheer my fainting ſoul; 


H 2 Les, 
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Corro veloce ad oppugnar gÞ inganni 
Amor ſel per pietd dammi i tuoi vann ! 
Venti, turbini, preſtate 

Le voſtre ali a queſto piè; 
Cieli, numi, Pbraccio armate 
Contro chi pena mi die. 


W 
ve 1 


Venti, &c. 


F in del Atto J. 
KXKKEEKEOEREEEEEURRRER KENNEDY 
n. SCENAL 


Gran mare placido, in cui riflette un belli 
mo iri; vicino al lido ſta una barca f 
ancora, ed al timone della mediſſima vi” 
uno ſpirito in forma di bella donna. Due 1 
rene vanno ſaltando nelle onde. 


EUS TAZz lo. 


| Cam Proſſimi al porto, 
Per prender conforto 
Al noſtro penar; 
CH il cor fi conſoli, 
I duoli S involi 
Da chi ſd ſperar. 
Siam, &c. 


er. 
Goffredo, Rinaldo, Euſtazio. 


Rinaldo. A quel ſaſſo bramato, 
Da cui (fra Pombre del mio cieca duolo) 
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es, lovely fair, I fly to bring thee aid, 
ye me thy wings, thou God of faithful love. 
Winds and tempeſts lend me ſwiftneſs, 
Let me hurl thy thunder, Jove, 
To revenge me on thoſe wretches, 
That wou'd rob me of my love. 
Winds and, Se. 


The End of the Firſt AF. 
0 | 


10 . 
lit 
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proſpect of a calm and ſun-ſhiny ſea, with a buat at an- 
chor cloſe upon the ſhore , at the helm of the boat ſits a 


ſpirit, in the ſhape of a lovely woman. Two Me, maids are 
ſeen dancing up and down in the water. 
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E have now in our ſight 
The wiſh'd port of delight, 
And our pain is rewarded with pleaſure ; 
Glad triumph returning, 
We baniſh all mourning, 
And hope is our treaſure, 
We have, Sc. 


SCENE II. 


Godfrey, Rinaldo, Euſtatio. 


Rin, How tedious is the journey you have led me ? 
ud how much cruel diſtance yet remains, 
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Spero trar di pietd liete faville 
Quanto ne reſta? 
Gof. E quando 
La ſoglia bacciarem del mago amico? 
Euſ. Da queſts lido aprico, 
Di quel fatale albergo 
Non diſtano i conſini; e fra momenti 
Dell alto aſfar' iſcoprirem gli events. 


NI. 


Mentre s' affretano per ſeguire il loro viaggio, k 
donna che ſta nella barca invita Rinaldo ad en- 
trarvi. E 

Donna, e Detti. 


Don. Per raccor d' Almirena 
I piu dolci roſpiri, 
Entre, Rinaldo, in queſto auguſto pino; 
Ella quivi mi ſpinſi, ella attende 
Cola in ſpiaggia romita, 
Meſta, ſola, e tradita; 
Tanto importi le piacque, 
Di porta il tuo foco in mezzoal[ acque. 


Mentre li ſudetti reſtano attoniti per quell' invito, | 
Sriene ſaltano e cantano. 


Sirene. I voſtro maggio 
Das bei verdi anni 

O cori amanti 

Sempre coſtantt 

Sfiorate in amor; 

Ne un falſo raggio 

D' honor v' affann, 

CH e ſol beato 

Chi amante amato 


Peſjede un bel cor. 


I veſtro, &c. 
Rin, 
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Twixt me, and that defir'd magician's cave. 
Whoſe balmy counſels are to cure my ſorrows ? . 
Godf. When ſhall our woury feet with proſp rous 95 
Approach that facred ground ? 
Euſt. The rugged confines of this ſmiling lake, 
Nigh border on the cell; ere yet the ſun 
Has fully meaſur'd out fix beats of time, 
Our journey will have end. 


SCENE III. 


While they are croſſing to purſue their journey, the woman in 
the boat invites Rinaldo 10 enter. 


Woman. If, fam'd Rinaldo, thou wou dſt reap the ſweets 
Of Almirena' s wiſhes, and her pr y'rs, 
Her pray'rs and wifhes, ſacred both to thee, 
Enter this ready boat; *twas her command 
Diſpatch'd me hither ; her command alone, 
Whoſe ſtedfaſt love deſerves and wants thy help, 
Where, to a ſolitary iſle confin'd, 
She waits thy wiſh'd arrival; oh be ſwift! 
Or ſhe may fear the waters of this ſca 
Can quench a love, that ſcorns ſo vile a conqueſt, 


While they remain confounded at this unexpetted ſummons, the 
Mermaids fing and dance in the water. 


Mermaids. Your lovely May 
Of lite when gay, 
Youth unheeding, 
Counſel nceding, 
Paſs away in love delighting, 
Fame will leave you, 
Wealth deceive you, 
He alone true bliſs poſſeſſes 
M hom return'd affection bleſſes, 
And the fair are ſtill inviting. 
Your lovely, &c. 
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Rin. Qual incognita forza 
Mi ſpinge ad eſequir Palto commando ! 


Sta un poco ſoſpeſo, e poi con furia fi riſolve d' in. 
trar* in barca, ma viene arreſtato da Goffredo, e da 
Euſtazio. h 


Rin. S2 Almirena mia vita, 
A te ne vengo. | 
Gof. O gren guerrier F arreſta, 
Ferma ] incauto piede. 
Euſt. Qual ignobil cimento ? 
Rin. Sero, temo, confido, e in un pavento. 


Mentre ſta ſoſpeſo, la donna lo richiama di novo, ed egli 


furioſamente vuol' entrar* in barca; ma viene fermato 
da Goffredo, e da Euſtazio. 


Don. Rinaldo affreta i paſſi. 
Rin. Si, Almirena, a te corro. 
Gof. La tua gloria? 
Rin. Ve freme. 
Euſ. I tuo ſenno? 
Rin. Languiſce. 
. . Gof. Frena Pardir. * 
Rin. Noz devo. 
Euſ. Penſa 4 caſi ſuneſti. 
Rin. I cor non pave. 
Gof. Sion ti chiama. 
Rin. Edil mio ben m' invita. 
Euſ. L'ebro ti delude. 
Gof. Stige ti prende a ſcherno. | 
Kin. Fugnerò per quel bel, fin coll inferno. 
Il Tricerbero humili to 
Al mio brando renaero ; 
E d' AlcideP alt fato 
Cold giù rinoverò. 
| I, &c. 
Entra 
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Rin. A ſudden beam of love-directing light 
Breaks on my doubtful thoughts, and bids me go. 


He ſtands a while ſuſpended within his thoughts ; at laſt re- 
ſolves violently to enter the boat; but is held by Godfrey 
and Euſtatio. 


Rin. Ves, my belov'd, my life, my Almirena, 
[fly to ſave thee. 

Godf. Mighty warrior, hold! 
Check your unwary rage! 

Euſt. Quench this falſe fire. | 

Rin. 1 hope, I fear, truſt, and deſpair together 


He thinks again, and the woman renewing her invitation, he 
once more attempts an entrance, but is again with-held by 
his companions, 


Woman. Haſte, haſte, Rinaldo, thy loſt love invokes thee* 
Rin. Forgive me, injur'd fair one, thus I fly. | 
Godf. Thy glory! 
Rin. Periſh glory. 
Euſt. But thy judgment! 
Rin. Judgment is dead. 
Godf. Bridle this impious rage. 
Rin. I ought not, cannot. 
Euſt. Think on thy attempt, 
How full of horrors ! 
Rin. Horrors fright not me. 
Godf. Sion demands thee. 
Rin. And my foul invites me. 
Euſt. Styx is behind thee ; 
Godf. Ta black hell gapes wide, 
Rin. I'll force ten thouſand hells to fave my bride. 
Three-headed Cerberus in chains 
My ſword ſhall triumph o'er, 
I'll ſhake the realms where Pluto reigns, 
And make his devils feel the pains, 
Alcides taught 'em once before. 
Three-headed, c. 
He 


ess RI N AL DO 


Entra nella bats con furia, e 5 donna ſubito 8  allarga; in 
alto mare; le Sirene cantano, e ſaltano ſin' a tanto che 
la barca ſi vede, ma perduta di viſta, ſi ſommergono 


| nel mare. Fd Euſtaxio e Goffredo havendolo ſeguito 
cogli occhi, reſtano confuſi. 


Euſ. Signor, ftrano ardimento ! 
Sà i vortici dell' onde, 
AIP aure di Luſing he, 
Fidar la propria gloria 
Gof. Ciò fa indegna vittoria 
Del barbaro Acheronte ; 
Ma di tal duolo a fronte 
Non paventi l mio core. 
La figha ob dio | E ſmarrita ! 
L' beroe ſen fugge a vols ! 
Speme, virti, non mi laſciate ſolo. 
Mio cor, che mi ſai dir? 
O vincere, O morir, 
St, St, ' intendo; 
Se la mia gloria freme, 
Sol da una bella ſpeme 
Jo pace attends. 
| Mio, &c. 


[Vanno via. 


SCENA V. 


Giardino deliziozo nel palazzo incantato d Armida. 


Almirena, Argante. 


Alm. Armida diſpietata ! 
Cola forza d' abiſſo 
Rapirmi al caro ciel d' miei contenti! 
E quꝭ con duolo eterno 
Viva mi tient in tormentoſo inferns ! 


Arg. 
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He breaks violently from their bold, and enters the boat 3 
which immediately ſteers out into the open ſea, and ſails 
out of fight. Then the Mermaids leave finging and di. 


appear. Godfrey and Euſtatio ſeem confounded at the 


accident. 


Euſt. Never was courage thus mifled before ! 
To truſt theſe faithleſs waves, and vain illuſions, 
With all his load of glory ! 

Godf. *T was ill reſolv'd! 

Triumphant hell ne'er knew a ſtranger conqueſt z 
How can my heart, unbroken, bear ſuch grief! 
My deareſt daughter raviſh'd from my eye, 
And Europe's hope, with this great hero, Joſt; 
Valour and Virtue, quit not now my breait; 
My heart's unus'd to bow, 
Inſtruct me, Fortune, now, 
To die or conquer; 
Glory which cannot fail, 
When miſeries prevail, 
Lives but the longer. 
My heart's, Ce. 


SCENE I. 
A delightful Garden in the enchanted palace of Ar- 


mida. 
Almirena, Argantes. 


Alm. Armida! moſt inhumane ſorcereſs 
Thus, unprovok'd by any a& of mine, 
To ſnatch me from my joy, and here confin'd, 
Torment me with eternal views of ſorrow. 
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Arg. Non funeſtar O bella + 
Di due luci divini il dolce raggio; 
Che per pieta mi ſento il cor a frang ere. 
Alm. Signor, deb! per pieta, laſciami * 
Arg. Oſcura queſto pianto 
IL bel feco d'amor, ch in me & acceſe 
Per te mia cara. 
Alm. In queſti lacci avolta, 
Non è il mio cor ſoggetto 
D'un amoroſo affetto. 
Laſcia cl io pianga 
Mia dura forte, 
E che ſoſpire 
La liberta ; 
I duoP infranga 
Queſte ritorte, 
De miei martiri 
Sol per pietd. 
Laſcia, &c. 
Arg. Tu del mio cor reina 
Con diſpotico impero 
Puoi dar legge a queſt alma. 
Alm. Ah! non è vero. 
Arg. Vuoi che queſto mio brando 


T* apra il varco a quel centro 
Ove il mio cor trapaſſi? 


Alm. 4h! 1%, tanto non chiedo; eb! ſe m' amaſſil 


Arg. Della mia fedeltate 
Qual fia un pegno ficur ? 

Alm. La libertate, 

Arg. Malagevol commando. 

Alm. Amor mentito ! 

Arg. E ſe ad irmida, O cara, 
Nel procurare al tuo bel pie lo ſcampo, 
Note fien quelle ſiamme, 
Che per te, mio teſo, ſtruggono il core? 
Scopo ſaremo entrambi a 


D' amor geloſo, e d'infernal furore. 


Alm. 
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Arg. Divineſt creature, let not grief's black ſnade 
Eclipſe the beamy beauties of thy face; 
My ſympathizing heart is touch'd with woe 
To hear thy juſt complainings. 
Alm. Give my big tears their way. 
Arg. Thoſe tears, bright maid, 
Deaden the fire which love has kindled in me. 
Alm. Oppreſs'd, and troubled as you ſee me now, 
Judge if my trembling breaſt has room for love! 
Permit the wretched to complain 
Of their unhappy fate; 
The loſs of liberty's a pain 
That ſhou'd our ſighs create; 
When you wou'd comfort an afflicted mind, 
Pity, not love, ſhou'd make you kind. 


Permit the, Sc. 


Arg. You are the queen of my ſubmiſſive will, 
And with deſpotic power may give me laws! 

Alm. Ah! *tis not true! 

Arg. Wou'd you behold a proof? 

This faithful ſword ſhall lead you to my heart, 
And cut you out a road to demonſtration. | 

Alm. Alas I wiſh not that! Oh! did you love me! 

Arg. What can convince you of my faith ? 

Alm. My liberty. | 

Arg: Oh hard command ! 

Alm. Oh, ill diſſembled paſſion ! 

Arg. What if while I, ambitious of thy love, 
Contrive thy wiſh'd releaſe, Armida's {kill 
Shou'd give her fatal notice of my falſehood ! 
How ſhall we both be tortur'd with revenge, 
While jealouſy, love, and infernal rage, 

Excite her keen reſentment ! 


Am. 
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Alm. Dungqur laſciami piangere. 
Arg. Ti confola, mia vita, 
Che Þ indegno tuo laccio io vo pur frangere. 
Baſta che ſol ty chieda, © 
Per ottener da me 
Bocca amoroſa; 
Suoslo cb' il cor ti wean, 
Tutto ſi perde in te, 
Cuancia vexzoſa. 
Baſta, &c. | 
{[ Vanno via, 


SCENA V. 


Armida ſola. 
Cinvetemi q alloro 
Le trionfale chiome. 
Rinaldo il pitt poſſente 
Terror delP arme Aire, 

In humile holocauſto 

SulP altar del mio ſdegno 

Cadra ſuenato al ſuoto. 

Conducetelo quivi, O ſpirti, a vals. 


SCENA VI. 


Due Spiriti conducono R:yaldo alla preſenza d' Armida. 

| Rinaldo, Armida. | 
Rin. Perfida, un cor illuſtre 

Hd ben forza baſtante 

Per iſprezzar Þ inferno ; 

O rendimi Almirena, 

O pagherai con queſto acciar la Pena. 
Arm. D' Armida a fronte ſuperbi accenti ? 
Rin. A fronte ancor dt Pitt crudel tormenti. 
Arm. Mio priggionier tu ſei. 
Rin. Sin nell alma non giunge il mio ſervaggio, 

Arm. 
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Alm. Why then, uninterrupted let me weep. 
Arg. No, gather courage, fair one; *tis reſolv'd, 
This arm ſhall burſt the magic chain that binds thee ; 
That face ſo full of beauty, 
Inſpires with love and duty 
My will, your ſlave; 
Only to view thoſe eyes 
Where Cupid's ſtore-houſe lies 
Will make me brave. 
| 'That face, &c. 


SCENE V. 


Armida alone. 


Let groves of laurel ſhoot around my head, 
To crown this laſt great triumph of my ſkill : 
Rinaldo, proud Rinaldo ! 

The mightieſt terror of our Aſian arms, 

Now brought an humble captive to my feet, 
Shall on the altars of my fierce revenge 

Fall a lamented vidtim to my pow'r ! 

Guide him, obſequious ſpirits, to my preſence. 


SCENE VI. 


Enter two Spirits leading in Rinaldo. 


Rin. Smil'ſt thou, perfidious hag? Art thou a devil 
And has not Hell inform'd thee, that a ſoul, 
Daring as mine, can ſcorn thy fiends and thee |! 
Know I dety thy pow'r; for proof whereof, 
Give me my Almirena or thou dieſt. 
Arm. Before Armida's face this inſolence? 
Rin. Find me a devil yet blacker than thyſelf! 
And Tl again repeat how much I ſcorn thee. 
Arm. Doſt thou not know thou art my priſoner here ? 
Rin. Fool! doſt thou think thy chains can reach my 


ſoul ? 
Arm, 
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Arm. E in mia balia la vita. 


Rin. La morte non paventa un alma invita. 


Arm.  Splende gu quel bel volto 
Un non 50 che, ch" il cor mi raſſerena. 


Rin. Omai rendi Almirena. 
Arm. Con incognito affetto 
Mi ſerpe al cor un amoroſa pena. 


Rin. Rendimi i crudel, rendi Almirena. 
Arm. Ma d' un nemico atroce 

Sara trofeo il mio core? 
Rin. Ha forza il mio furore, 

Per utterrar il tuo infernal drapello. 


Arm. Son vinta &; non lo credea ſi bello. 


Rinaldo in queſte piagge 
Og aura ſpira amore 
L' onda, I augello, il fore 
T invitan ſolo ad amorofi amplęſi; 
Depon quelP ira infida, 
Vinto non piu, ma vincitor 40 Armida; 
T' amo, O caro. 
Rin. 10 F abborro. 
Arm. Prendi queſto mio cor. 
Rin. Per lacerarlo. 
Arm. Mille gioie ' appreſto. 
Rin. Jo mille pene. 
Arm. T' ammolliſcano i priegbi. 
Rin. Jo gli deteſto. 
Arm. Habbian forza 1 ſoſpir. 
Rin. D' accender ] ira. 
Arm. M obbediſce Þ inferno, 
Rin. Io i difprezzo. 


[A parte, 


[A parte, 


[A parte, 


[A parte, 


Arm. 


te, 


te, 


m. 
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Arm. Thy life is in my pow'r! 
Rin. I tell thee, hag ; 

That courage cannot die! 
Arm. Methinks there ſhines, 

[| know not what gay ſomething in his look, 

That draws me up to wonder! [Alde. 
Rin. Hear me, fiend, 

Reſtore me to the arms of Almirena. 
Arm. ] feel a pain ſo different from all pains 

[ Cer yet felt, that I half fear 'tis love! [Alde. 
Rin. Lead me, where Almirena waits my ſuccour! 
Arm. But ſhall my heart, which never bow'd before, 


Become the ſlave and triumph of a foe ? [ Aſide, 
Rin. My rage has ſlept till now, but thou haſt wak'd 
To cruſh thy ſelf, and thy infernal train! lit, 


Arm. *Tis ſo, my ſelf muſt prove the victim now, 
Who wou'd have thought that ſo much beauty dwelt 
With ſo much roughneſs ? Aide. 

(To him.] Rinaldo, in the roſy bow'rs around thee, 
The wings of ev'ry wind are charg'd with love; 

The purling ſtreams which trickle through the graſs, 
The warbling birds, and odoriferous flow'rs, 

Invite to ſoftneſs, and wou'd fain inſtruct thee, 

That only amorous battles here are fought. 

Unbend that ſtormy brow, and ſmile upon me, 

No more my captive now, but conqueror 

Look kindly while I ſigh how much I love thee, 

Rin. How I deteſt thy wiles ! 

Arm, Receive a proffer'd heart. 

Rin. To give it torments, 

Arm. May pleaſures crown thy hope. 

Rin. May pains daſh thine. 

Arm. Will not intreaties melt thee? 

Rin, I diſdain *em. | 

Arm. Have ſighs like mine no force? 

Rin. To blow up anger. 

Arm. Hell liſtens to my call. 

Rin, Bur I am deaf, | ; 

. J Arm. 
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Arm. Penſa ch' io ſon, 
Rin. Tiranna. | 
Arm. Ri/otui. 
Rin. La vendetta. 
Arm. Per pietade ! 
Rin. A te corro O mia diletta ? 


[VuoP andarſene, 
Arm. Fermati. 


Rin. Ns crudel. 
Arm. Armida ſon fedel. 
Rin. Spietata, infida. 
Laſciami. 
Arm. Pria morir. 
Rin. Non poſſo pit ſoffrir. 
Arm. Yuo: che m uccida ? 
Fermati, &e, 


SCEN A VII. 


Armida ſi cangia in Almirena, 


Armida, Rinaldo. 


Arm. Crudel, tu, ch' involaſti 

Al mio core la calma, 

Un ſol guardo mi nieg/1 a tante pene ? 
Rin. Che veggio! Idolo mio] ſei tu mio bene? 

Deb! vieni a conſolar !] alma ſmarrita! 

Arm. 2uivi con molle vita 

Vai fomentando una novella brama; 

E laſci fi chi ama! 
Rin. No, cara, che t ſei 

La ſoſpirata meta; e in quejio loco 

Sol d' Armida crudel viddi!] ſembiante, 
Arm. Stringimi dunque al ſen. 
Rin, Beato amante ! 


Nell 
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Arn. Think what I am. 
Rin. A tyrant and a devil. 
Arm. Reſolve on 
Rin. Vengeance. 
Arm. C nnot pity move thee? 
Rin. Why loſe I time, dear ſoul I fly to ſeek thee, 
[He is going off, 
Arm. Oh ſtay ! * 
Rin. I will not. 
Arm. Ungrateful ! kill not. 
Rin. Inhumane ſorcereſs fly; 
Leave me. 
Arm. is death. 
Rin. Quit then thy breath; 
Arm. Why muſt 1 die ? 
O ſtay, Cc. 


SCENE VI. 


Armida changes herſelf into the likeneſs of Almirena, 
and follows Rinaldo, tveeping, 


Arm. Ungrateful, cruel man! whom I have lov'd, 
Till not a corner of my heart is mine 
Yet now, regardleſs of my tears or pains, 
You will not grant one look to guild my ſorrow ! 

Rin. Ha! are my eyes deceiv'd ? what do | fee? 
My heav*n! my ſoul's beſt half! let me embrace thee ! 

Arm. While I, unhappy, mourn thy cruel abſence, 
Thou of a nature changing, and unkind, 
With ſome new miſtreſs laugh'ſt away the hours, 
Forgetful of a gentle maid that loves thee. 

Rin. Alas! my heart is bound ſo firmly to thee, 
That ev'n inconſtancy wants ſtrength to looſe it; 
But I, by ſtrange deluſive magic, led, 


Miſtook thee, lovely creature, tor Armida z 1 
ö Arm. Thus let my arms infold my ſoul's deſire; © 
| Rin. What lover wou'd be happier than Rina. do? iN 
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Nell' abbracciarſi, Armida riprende la ſua forma, « 
Rinaldo kugge. 


Rin. Sfinge un penoſo horrore 
Arrechi nel mio core; 
Giove, lancia, il tuo telo 
Non havra per coſtei fulmini 'I cielo? 


Armida ſi cangia un' altra volta in Amirena. 


Arm. Corri fra queſte braccia. 
Rin. Idolo mio! 
Va per abbracciarla, pio fi ferma, 
Ma chi tenti Rinaldo ! 
Forſe ſotto quel viſo 
U” e Þ inferno co un vel di paradiſo. 

Abbruggio, avampo, e fremo 

Di ſdegno, e di furor ; 

Spero, ma ſempre temo 

D' un infernal error. 


Abbruggio, &c. 
SCEaNA VII. 


Armida nella ſua propria forma. 


Dunque i lacci d' un volto, 

Tante gioie promeſſe, 

Li ſpaventi d' inferno, 

Forza n' havran per arreſtar quel crudo ? 
E tu l ſegui, o mio core l 

Fatto trofeo d un' infelice amore! 
No : . ſvegli l. furore, 

Si ragiunga P ngrato, 

Cada a* miei pie ? foenato. Obime | che ja! 
Uccider ] alma mia? 

Ah ! debole mio petto 
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pile they embrace, Armida reaſſumes her proper ſbape, 
and Rinaldo amaz*d, ſtarts back in a ſudden confuſion. 
Rin. Gigantic horrors wrap'd in hell's dark miſts 
Shadow my frighted foul! oh! tricks of Fate! 
Why ſleeps the thunder in an idle ſky ? | 
When Heav'n can never hurl his hotteſt bolts 
At guilt more black than this! 
[ Armida takes again the ſhape of Almirena, 
Arm. Why ſtart you thus ? 


And wherefore roll thoſe eyes of clouds in terror? 


Rin. And is it really thee ? | 
[V running to her arms, but ſtops ſuddenly, 
But hold fond heart ! 
What wou'd my madneſs do? Beneath thoſe charms 
There lies a magic hell, ſhaded from ſight 


| By the moſt tempting front of paradile. 


I burn, I freeze, I fry, 
Midſt fury and diſdain, 
Now live, now doubt, now die, 
Deceiv'd in all I try, 
And torn with endleſs pain ! 
I burn, Sc. 


SCENE VII. 


Armida in her proper ſhape. 


Arm. And cannot then the beauties of my youth, 


| The promis'd joys I offer'd to his view, 


Nor hell's big threat'nings, lure him to my will? 


And thou, my heart, rejected, and diſdain'd, 

| Art {till the vain implorer of his love? 

| No! let me rouze ſlow vengeance from her cell, 
And ſtrike the curs'd ungrateful monſter dead 

| Yet, oh mad hand! what wou'd thy rage attempt ? 


Muſt he, in whom I live, feel death from me ? 


| Oh ſtrange effect of love! oh coward breaſt, 
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A un traditor* anco puoi dar ricetto ? 
$4 furie ritrovate 
Nova ſorte di pena, e di flagello, 

S' uccida $1; eb! no, ch* e troppo bello! 

Aab] crudel 

pianto mio 

Deb ! ti mova per pieta ! 

O infidel 

Al mio deſio 

Proves ai la crudelta. 

Ah, &c. 


SCENA IX. 


Armida riprende la forma d' Amirena, poi viene 
Argante. | 
, Armiaa, Argante. 

Arm. Riprendiam d' Almirena 
Il ment1to ſembiante in queſto loco; 
Che forſe qual farfalla 
Kitornera Rinaldo al ſuo bel foco. 

Arg. Adorata Almirena 
Ogni breve dimora, 
Che dal tuo bello fa P anima mia, 


E pena acerba, e ria. 


Armida riguarda Argante con ſdegno. 
Ta con rai nubiloſs ti 
Fai ſplender quelle fielle 
Che mi promiſſer fi benigni infiuſſi ? 
| [ Armida lo riguarda con piu ſdegno di prima 
Anima mia, ti raſſerena omai, 
Che della cruda Armida 
In breve ti trarrò da lacci indegni. 

Armida reſta ſoſpeſa ſenza guardarlo, 

Deb ! non tener P animo tuo perpleſſo; 
S zmfegno di cotanto 


La mia fe, la mia forza, e queſts ampleſſo, 


Mentre 
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That gives a traitor room, and fear'ſt to hurt him 
'Tis gone, the fond deſire]! and reaſon reigns ! 
Riſe all ye Furies that obey my call, 
And ſhake your wiry whips to whet my rage; 
PI! find ſome new unheard-of puniſhment ; ' 
To—but alas! he is too fair to die! 
Cruel charmer that I love thee, 
Fain wou'd move thee with my pain; 
*Tis with grief that cold I prove thee, 
Lov'd ſo truly, love again. 
Cruel charmer, Cc. 


SCENE IX. 


ene Enter Argantes, at whoſe coming Armida again takes upon 
her the appearance of Almirena. 


Arm. I will once more reſume my rival's form, 
That ſo Argantes may not ſee me mov'd, 
And if the hated, lov'd Rinaldo com:s, 
I may again deceive myſelf and him 
Arg. Each ſmall delay, my lovely Almirena, 
Which my bold hope encounters in thy love, 
Is painful and afflicting to my thought; 
[ Armida views him ſcornfully. 
0 Whyv are thy looks to wear thus ſudden change ? 
Cannot thoſe ſtarry beauties of th) face, 
Shine, but through clouds upon me ? 
| She eyes him more diſdainfully than before. 


12 Prithee love, 
Look on me with the eye of recompence ; h 
For ſhortly thou ſhalt tee thy ſelf redeem'd 9 
From the ignoble bondage of Armida. | 9 
lo, | [ She ſtarts, and appears ſurpriz'd. 79 
Still are thy looks perplex' d? Believe me, charmer, i 
My courage and my knowledge join to ſerve thee. "a 
118 
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Mentre Argante va per abbracciarla, Armida riprendo Ar 


la ſua forma, e lo reſpinge con gran furia, 
Arm. Traditor, dimmi e queſta | 


Del mio amor la mercede ? 
Arg. Oh | Dei che miro 
Arm. Io, ch' il mio cor ti ſpiego 
Con affetti ? 
Arg. No ! niego.” 
Arm. Jo che! inferno altero 
Slego a tuo pro f | 
Arg. Egli e vero. 
Arm. Tradirmi! 
Arg. Scuſa un lampo 
T' intempeſtivo amore. 
Arm. IL. fulmini vedrai del mio furore. 
Arg. 27 acqueta, 
Arm. No. 
Arg. 1! reſſore 
Sia una rigida Pena. | 
Arg. & ſuperba, amo Almirena. 
Arm. Stige ritiro. 
Arg. Fa cio, che i aggrada 
Seaza i demoni tuoi baſta mia ſpada 
Ve far guerra, e vincer voglio. 


[ Argante fugge ſdegnato. 


Arm, Collo ſdegno chi m' offende, 
Vendicar i torti miei; 
Per abbatter quelP orgoglio, 
V il gran foco in ſen m accende, 
Saran meco huomini, e Dei. 
Collo, &c. 


Fine del Secondo Atto. 


Atto 
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Armida takes her own ſhape, and flies on him with great fury. 


Arm. Traitor, is this the beſt reward thou giv'ſt me? 
Arg. What do I ſee, ye Pow'rs ! 
Arm. I that have lov'd you! 
Arg. I own my ſelf oblig'd. 
Arm. I that, to aid thee, 
Arm'd half the hoſt of hell! 
Arg. *Tis true ye've ſerv'd me. 
Arm. That I ſhould thus be cheated and betrayed ! 
Arg. Excuſe a random-ſhot of hoodwink'd love. 
Arm. Soon ſhaltthou hear the thunder of my vengeance. 
Arg. Forgive me my offence. 
Arm. Traitor I will not. 
Arg. The ſhame feel is a ſufficient penance, 
Arm. Deceiver, no. 
Arg. Why then, proud ſorcereſs, know, 
I own my love to Almirena's charms. 
Arm. I will withdraw the aid my friendſhip lent thee. 
Arg. Leave me whene'er thou wilt, my ſword alone, 
Without thy devils, can defend my throne. 

He goes off enraged. 

Arm. Gods and men will juſtly aid me, | 
To revenge a wrong ſo great, 
Till the wretch, that has betray'd me, 
Shall repent the guilt too late. 
Gods, &c. 


End of the Second Act. 
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Atto Terzo. Scena Prima. 


Horrida montagna con dirupi e caſcate d' aqua, nell 
ſommita di cui ſi vede il caſtello incantato d' Armidy 
ch' e cuſtodito da gran numero di moſtri di varie 
forma; nel mezzo delle mura appare una porta con 
collonne di criſtailo, e d' ogni forte di gemme; ; 
piedi della montagna v' e una ſpelonca, ove habita i 
Mago. | 


Goffredo ed Euſtazio conſiderando l' altezza dell 
montagna. 


EvsTAZIO. 


Livi par che rubelle 
La terra & alzi a guerreggiar le ſtelle. 
Gof. Germano, é queſti I ſegno 
Delle noſtre fatiche ? 
Euſ. Ecco del ſaggio 
Il ſofpirato albergo. 
Gof. Oinai ? accoſta. 


Euſtazio alla bocca del' antro chiama *I Mago 


Euſ. Tu, a cui vien conceſſo 
Sin delle ſtelle il penetrar gli arcani, 
Degli event: piu ſtrani 
Fermar i corſo, e grazie ogn or diſpenſi, 
D' un' alto affar vengo a cercarti i ſenſi. 


BCENA IL 


Il Mago eſce dalla ſua ſpelonca. 


Mago e Detti. 
Mag. La cauſa che vi ſpinge 
In fi remota parte 
Nets 


ell, 
22 
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ACT I Sr i 


A dreadful proſpect of a mountain horridly ſteep, and riſing 
from the front of the ſtage, to the utmoſt height of the 
moſt backward part of the theatre; rocks, and caves, 
and waterfalls, are ſeen upon the aſcent, and on the top 
appear the blazing battlements of tb enchanted palace, 
guarded by a great number of ſpirits, of various 
forms and aſpetis , in the midſt of the wall is ſeen a 
gate, with ſeveral arches ſupported by pillars of cryſtal, 
azure, emeralds, and all forts of precious flones. At 
the foot of the mountain is diſcover d the Magician's 
cave. 


Enter Godfrey, Euſtatio, and their ſoldiers, gazing on 
the dreadful appea ance of the mountain. 


EuSTATI0. 
Ethinks this looks as if rebellious Earth 
Wou'd once more lift her arms to fight with Heav'n! 
Godf. Is this the period of our long fatigue ? 
Euſt. This is the ſolitary lage's cell. 
Godf, Summon the holy man trom his retirement. 


Euſtatio calls at the celPs month. 


Euſt. Thou, whoſe ſuperior knowledge and high fate 
Has giv'n thee pow'r to read Heav'n's ſtarry book 
And find the dark events of deeds to come! 

Vouchſafe thy wiſh'd advice to us thy friends, 
Urg'd by no trifling cauſe to beg thy aid! 


SCENE II. 


* Tye Magician appears at the mouth of the cave. 


Magician. That ſupernat*ral pow'r which helps my art, 
Long e'cr your coming, told me why you came; 
3 Rinaldo 
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Nota m'e gia; Rinaldo ed Almirena 
Cola ſul alte cime 
Di quelP horrido ſaſſo in lacci indegni 
Della perfida Armida 
Giaciono avinti; il varco 
Inpaſſibile fara 
Senza un poter prefiſſo, 
Cb' i moſtri ſuoi cold vuoto Þ abiſſo. 
Gof. L'apriro colla ſpada. 
Euſ. Andiam, che la virti ne fara ſtrada. 
Gof. Seguitemi, o miei fidi. 
Euſ. Jo vi precedo. 


Goffredo ed Euſftazio impugnata la ſpada, e ſeguitati da 


ſoldati aſcendono la montagna, ed il Mago gli ſgrida. 


Mago. Arreſtatevi, o forti, 
Che nel mar del terror ſarete abſorti. 


Goffredo, Euſtazio, e ſoldati eſſendo molto avanzati verſo 
la cima, fi preſenta loro una compagnia di moſtri 
horribili con faci acceſe; di modo che una parte de 
ſoldati atterriti ritornando indietro, un altera ſquadra 
di moſtri taglia loro il camino, e nel mezzo della loro 
confuſione, s' apre la montagna, e gl' inghiotte, 
uſcendo da quella voragine fiamme, fumo, e grandi 
ſtrepiti. Al fine Godfredo ed Euſtaxio, con parte de 
ſoldati ritornano al Mago. 


Gof. Qui vomito cocito 

Tutta ſua nera peſte. 
Euſ. D' Acheronte proviam, qui le tempeſte. 
Mag. Prodi campion, non giunge 

11 terreno valore 

A formontar quell' infernal furore; 


Qusſte verghe fatali, ch" ora vi por go 


Faran fuggir quei moſtri; 


be 
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Rinaldo and the beauteous Almirena, 
High on the ſummit of yon dreadful hill, 
Slaves to the fierce Armida's pleaſure lye. 
Thither no mortal courage can arrive, 
Unleſs high Heav'n ſhall pleaſe to lend a force, 
Equal tothatof Hell, which guards her palace. 
Godf. My ſword ſhall be my guide. 
Euſ. My virtue mine. | 
Godf. Follow,ye faithful ſharers of my glory. 
Euſ. Thus let me lead you on to noble victory. 


Godfrey and Euſtatio, with drawn ſwords, and follo d 


by their ſoldiers, aſcend the mountain, regardleſs of the 
Magician who calls after them, 


Magician. Forbear, you madunthinking braves, forbear, 
Soon ſhall your ſhip of Hope a tempelt meet, 
Will drown you in a wond'rous ſea of terror. 


Godfrey, Euſtatio, and the ſoldiers, having climbd half 
way up the mountain, are ſtopp'd by a row of ugly ſpirits, 
who ſtart up before em; the ſoldiers, frighted, endeavonr 
to run back, but are cut off in their way by another troop, 
who ſtart up below *em. In the midſt of their confuſion, 
the mountain opens and ſwallows *em up, with thunder, 
lightning, and amazing noiſes. Godfrey, Euſtatio, and 


the ſoldiers who eſcape, return in great confuſion. to the 
Magician's cave. 


Godf. The dreadful river of impetuous death 
Rolls down upon us ! 


Euſt. Stormy Acheron 
Vomits her blackeſt horrors on our heads ! 
Magician. Wonder not, mighty warriors, that you fail'd; 
To earthly valour it was never given, 
Alone to vanquiſh. Hell's infernal rage. 
But take theſe fatal wands, and then return, 


Secure - 


2 
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Tte con pie ſicuro 

C.* potrian dar il corſo al pigro arturo. 
Got. German” all opra. 
Euſ. Impaziente anhelo, 

CÞ a forte al fin dara vittoria il cielo. 


Aſcendono di novo la montagna, ed il Mago ſta oſſer. 
vando il loro paſſagio, e canta per incoraggirli. Gli 
moſtri, come prima ſi prezentano loro, ma per virtu 
di quelle v.rghe ſono poſti in fuga. Arriv.'ti che 
ſono alla cima, toccano colle verghe la porta del ca. 
tello d' Armida, ed in un ſubito ſpariſcono quelle 
mura, e la montagna med: ſima con grandiſſimi ſtre- 

iti; e reſta in vece di quella un mare agitato; Gof- 
fredo ed Euſtazio s' attengono ad una rupe pendenti 

- fopra il mare, poi fi vedono a callar a baſſo da un altra 
parte. | 

| Mago. Andate O forti 

Fra ſtraggi, e morti 

Senza timore 

Or cold ſu; 

Ch omai v' ò guida 

Campagna fida 

Fra quell horrore 


Fatal virth, 
Andate, &c. 


Superato l' incanto della montagna, il Mago rientra nefia 
ſua ſpelonca. 


Mag. O di bella Virti, Saper eterno, 
Che ſtige prende a ſcherno, 


SCENA Il 


Giardino d' Armida, che tiene uno ſtilo al petto d' Alm: 
rena per ucciderla. 


Armida, Rinaldo, Amirena. 
Arm, Mori foenata, © 


Alm 
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Secure of bearing conqueſt where you go; 
No witchcraft can withſtand the touch of Heav'n. 
Codf. Now, brother, to the trial! 
Euft. Impaticnce galls my thought; on let us go, 
And hurl ſwift vengeance on our impious foe. 


They reaſcend the mountain, while the Magician lands at his 
cave door, and ſings, to encourage em. The ſpirits, as 
before, preſent themſelves in oppoſition, but upon the touch 
of the wands, vaniſh upward and downward, with ter- 
rible confuſion. They gain the ſummit of the hill, and enter- 
ing the enchanted arches, ſtrike the gate with their wands ; 
when immediately the palace, the ſpirits, and the whole 
mountain vaniſh away, and Godfrey and Euſtatio are di/- 
cover d hanging on the ſides of a vaſt rock in the middle of 
the ſea; with much difficulty they reach the top, and de- 
ſcend on the other ſide. 


li 


The Magician's SONG, 


Fearleſs climb, illuſtrious ſtrangers, 
Facing death, and ſcorning dangers, 
Till your pious end you gain; 
Virtue guiding your advances, 
. Vain alas are all the chances, 
Hell can form to give you pain. 


As ſcon as the Magician ſees the enchantment ended, he goes 
into his cave. 


Magician. O great and ſure effect of Virtue's pow'r! 
Which no deſigns can hurt, no Hell devour ! 


SCENE Il. 


The emhanted garden. Armida, Rinaldo, Almirena, 


Armida, holding à dagger at Almirena's breaſt. 
Arm, Die hated rival, die! 
| An. 
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Alm. O Num! | 
Rin. T* arreſta per pieta ! 
Arm. Ho d' aſpe il core; 
Poiche le fiamme mie ſprezzaſti, indegno, 
Cada caſtei traffitta, 
Holocauſto d amor, vittima al ſdegno. 
Rin. 1! mio pianto! 
Arm. DelP ira accreſce i flutti. 
Rin. L' innocenza ! 
Arm. I fuo volto il fallo accuſa. 
Rin. Per il fuoco onde ardeſti. 
Arm. E in tutto ſpento. 
Rin. Pria queſto ſen trapaſſa. 
Arm. I duol lo ſveni. 
Rin. Verſa un fulmine, O Ciel! 
Arm. Jo pria il ſuo ſangue. 


Mentre Armide vuole lanciar' l colpo, Rinaldo impugna 
la ſpada, e va con furia verſo lei per ucciderla; ma 
ſubito eſcono dalla terra degli ſpiriti per cuſtodirla. 


Rin. Al mio braccio cadrai, perfidia, eſangue. 


SCEN A IV. 
Goffredo, Euſtazio, e Detti. 
Arm. Nella guardata ſoglia, 
Come oſaſte portar ſicuro il piede? 
Furie pronte accorrete, e de ſotterra 
Venga contro coſtor Pinferno in guerra. 


Goffredo ed Euſtazio toccando colle verghe il giardino 
incantata, in un ſubito il tutto ſpariſce, e reſta una 
gran campagna deſerta, nel fondo di cui ſi vede la 
citta di Gieruſalemme da quella parte ov' e ſituata in 
collina; nelle mura viſta gran porta, a piedi di cui ſi 
vede una ſtrada, che con tortuoſi giri vien' a terminat 
nel piano. Goffredo, Euſtazio, e Rinaldo, corrono a 
abbracciarſi, e mentre Almirena vuol fare lo ſteſſo, 
Armida la ferma, e tenta di novo d' ucciderla collo ſtillo. 
Gof. Prode Rinaldo! 

Rin. CGlorioſo Prence! _ Euſt, 
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Alm. Oh pitying Heav'n! 
Rin. Let mercy bid thee hold 
Arm. Mercy is mean; 
And wrongs like mine bluſh in ſuch baſe ſociety ! 
The aſp-like poiſon of revenge has ſtung me; 
And ſince for her thou haſt preſum'd to ſlight me, 
Let her by me be robb'd of thy poſſeſſion; 
| Love and diſdain require the ſacrifice. 
| Riz. Complaints like mine— 
Arm. But ſwell my tide of anger. 
Rin. Her innocence might ſave— 
Arm. Her beauty damns her | 
Rin. -By the late love you vow'd— 
Arm. * Tis chang'd to ſcorn. 
Rin. Firſt plunge your dagger here 
Arm. Let grief do that. | 
Rin. One thunder-bolt, good Heav'n! [der. 
E Arm. She ſhall rain blood; ſhowers always follow thun- 
ia Armida bfts her arm to ſtab Almirena, and Rinaldo draws 
his fword and is flriking at her, when two ſpirits riſe to 
her aſſiſtance, and ſeize upon him. 
Rin, Firſt let thy ſoul, perfidious hag, be ſent 
To make a road for hers ! 


SCENE IF. 
Godfrey and Euſtatio enter the garden. 
Arm. Hal ſtrangers here! and arm'dl preſumptuous ſlaves, 
How have you dar'd with thoſe unhallow'd feet, 
To touch this ſacred ground? Riſe, Furies, riſe, 


0 Leave your grim King unguarded to attend me. 

8 A dreadful hoſt of ſpirits riſe and fill the ſtage, but Godfrey 
a and Euſtatio putting out their wands, the whole proſpect 
n of the garden vaniſhes in a moment; leaving in its place 
WW the view of a wild and open country, with the city of 
r WF Jeruſalem on that fide which is built upon rocks. A 
( highway is diſcover'd from the city gate, which leads in 
, ſeveral turns and windings down the mountains. Godirey, 
. Euſtatio, aud Rinaldo run to embrace, and in the mean 

while Armida again attempts to flab Almirena. 
. Codf. Mighty Rinaldo | 


Rin. Prince more mighty, hail ! 
Vol. I. K Euſt. 


* 
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Euſt. Laſcia, cb al ſen ti Aringa. 
Rin. Ie pur i* annodi. 
Alm. Chi mi ſoccorre? aita ! 

Rinaldo impugnata la ſpada, va contra Armida, ma nel 
lanciar il colpo, quella gli ſpariſce ſotto il taglio. 
Rin. Ancor, tenti, crudel, tormi la vita? 
Gof. Figlia ! 

Alm. Padre ! 

Euſt. Mia cara 

Rin. Idolo mio ! 

Gof. Fugga il duol. 

Alm. Ritorna il piacer. 

Euſt. 2 Rin. E ſvaniſca ogni tormento, 
A 4. Al contento, al contento. 

Got. Vinto il furor d' inferno, 

Il terreno furor vincer ne rejta ; 

Quando ld in oriente 

Febo riſorge ad indorare il wonds, 

German, le ſquadre appreſia, 

Perche Sione cada; 

E ti Rinaldo dei 

Contaminata da tuoi molli amori, 

Col ſangue dt rubel pur gar la ſpada. 

Sorge nel petto 
Caro diletto 

Che bella calma 
Promette al cor. 
Sard il contento, 


Doppo gran ſtento 
Coglier la palma 
Del naſtro valor. Sorge, &c. 
Euſt. Mi ſia logge il tuo cenno. 
Rin. Afretto il corſo. Gef. ed Euſt. ſene vanno. 


Mi ſtimolan P amor, gloria, e rimorſo. 
E un incendio fra due venti, 
Fra due ſiamme queſto core; 
Hd di gloria gli alimenti 
Lo noariſce un fermo amore. E un. &c. 
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el 


0, 


I 131 


Euſt. Let me embrace a heart, that 
Rin. Beats for thee. 
Alm. O help me, help me 
Rin. Dar'ſt thou yet preſume 
Thus to aſſault my hope? Revenge be mine 
Rinaldo draws his ſword to wound Armida, who vaniſbes 
under the ſtroke. 
Godf. My daughter! 
Alm. Father | 
Euſt. Deareſt ! 
Rin. Lovely maid | 
Euſt. & Rin. Begone ye ills that did my hopes invade. 
All four. Let ſorrows paſt, by joys to come, be paid. 
Godf. Our helliſh enemies thus bravely vanquith'd, 
An earthly foe to vanquiſh yet remains 
When, therefore, in yon Eaſtern part of Heav'n, 
The glorious ſun ſhall riſe to gild the world, 
Brother, take care that all my ſquadrons march, 
For proud Jeruſalem this day ſhall fall. 
And you Rinaldo ! 
Stain'd with the guilt of ſoft and untim'd love, 
Strive with the blood of our unfaithful foe, 
To waſh your boſom to its native ſnow. 
My heart o'erflow*d with pleaſure, 
Now taſtes a new delight, 
And joy beyond all meaſure, 
Makes hope itſelf more bright 
How glorious will our fortune be, 
Such mighty labours paſt, 
To gather fruit from conqueſt's tree, 
And feaſt ourſelves at laſt ! (My, Sc. 
Euſt. What you command, with pleaſure I obey, 
[ Godf. and Euſt. go out. 
Rin. Love, glory, and remorſe conjointly ſpur me. 
A fire berwixt two winds 
Is my divided heart, 
Glory on one ſide binds, 
Love lends a thouſand minds, 
I'll act the braveſt part. A fire, Ce. 
K 2 


n Do 


Argante ſeguito da tre generali. 
Chiuſo fra quelle mura 
Langue il commun valore, O forti heroi; 
Quindi ſian note a voi 
Gli ultimi ſenſi noſtri; 
Ch oggi ogn' un fi dimoſtri 
Non ſol di fer, ma di coraggio armato, 
Perche P hoſte nemica 


Cada al noſtro valor, ceda al ſuo fato. 


S C ENA VI. 
Armida, e detti. 
Arm. Per fomentar lo ſdegno 
A fronte d un ſleal anco mi trovg ? 
Arg. lo pur ] ira rinovo 
Al tuo ſuperbo aſpetto. 
Arm. E Þ offeſo mio amor per te un aletto. 
Arg. L' affetto tuo non curo. 
Arm. To i ſdegui tusi. 
Arg. Hor" e tempo di palme, 
Va, e non tentar d' effeminar gli heroi. 


Arm. Ho un cor virile in petto. 
Che ſa emular la gloria. 


Arg. Habbian ſenſi ſi grandi al fin vittoria. 
Cara perdon ti chiedo. 

Arm. Io no l rifiuto. 

Arg. Accuſo la mia colpa. 

Arm. Egli m' grato. 

Arg. Fi importuno Þ amor. 

Arm. Jo pure errai. 

Arg. Sol per moments. 

Arm. Anch* io Rinaldo amai. 
A. 2. Dunque mi fia conceſſo 
Di purgar il mio error con queſto ampleſſo. 


[s' abbracciano. 


Arg. Hor. preparianne ad una eſtrema forte. 


Arm- 


— 


S . 
Argantes at tbe hill's foot, follow'd by three generals. 
Arg. Poorly confin'd within thoſe narrow walls, 
The tow'ring valour of our warlike troops 
Bluſhes with noble ſhame ; but this great day, 
Know you, my truſty, and my valiant chiefs, 
Iwill, that every arm that ſtrikes for me, 
Puſh for the palm of final victory. 
This day, this glorious day, the foes of Aſia 
Shall feel her dreadful valour in their fate. 


SCENE VII. 
Enter Armida to Argantes. 
Arm. To aggravate thy grief for my diſdain, 
Thus, with triumphant joy, I face a traitor. ' 
Arg. That haughty and inſulting air of thine, 
Has pow'r to move no paſſion but my anger. 
Arm. My injur'd love ſhall prove a devil to damn thee. 
Arg. *Twill be a very harmleſs devil ! 
Arm. Ah no! 
'Twill prove a boſom fury to torment thee. 
Arg. Woman begone. This is a day of war, 
Thy ſex but ſerve to ſoften men to cowards. 
Arm. I have a manly heart, unkind Argantes, 
And feel the force of glory, when fame calls. 
Arg. Whate'er my coming chance in war may be, 
In love I muſt be conquer'd; ſay, Armida, 
Canſt thou forgive me ? 
Arm, When Pve try'd, I'Il tell you. 
Arg. The guilty part is mine, 
Arm. *Tis well you own it. 
Arg. Love caus'd my fault, 
Arm, I err'd a little too. 
Arg. Now I repent. 
Arm. I lov'd Rinaldo, Sir, 
[Both to- 1 let this dear embrace 
gether.] I Our mutual guilt efface. 
Arg. Now let us join our rage to meet the ſoe. 
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[ They embrace, 


— 
2 


25 8 p — — * > V5 * 
— 13 \ — * * * 4. "a "I FT . 3 p. 
* 2 by - PE Pom 9 ** 2 —— —_ IF ©. * * 2 5 , i 8 p — — 
25 wo . * r 4 ae . 333 OS 3 . 
72 2 6 3 ah * SE: -_ * - 75, ->, JT 
pays — * 0 * x FED gs, 


2 — . 4 S 8 — * * 58 


ts nn 
r 


CEN 5 
EÜ Sar 4 
7 N Ws = SOS 
5- 6 II a 8 


AL 


4 


— 
2 mas 4 — 
d * — 


n 
yew FP »F 0 


134 "Res Wi A 3 D O. 


Arm. E coi ſpenti nemici 

Un gran trofeo alla morte. 

Arg. O la cogli oricalch 

Si deſtino à battaglia i ſteſſi venti. 
Arm. E ſian noſiri campiont, 

Macone in ciel, Finferno, e gli elementi. 

Suonano tutte ſorti d' iſtrumenti militari, e ſi vede uſcire 
della citta I armata, che arrivata a piedi del monte 
paſſa con bell' ordine dinanzi Argante ed Armida, fa- 
cendo loro gli ſoliti ſaluta militari. 

Arg. In quel boſco di ſtrali 
Ne lacci caderan que* indegni moſtri. 
Arm. E in un mare di ſangue 

Spente ſaranno i giuſti ſdegni naſtri. 

A 2. Al trionfo del noſtro furore 
Hor corriamo que moſtri a le gar. 
Che poi cara queſto core 


Dolci premio ti vuol dar. Al, &c. | Vanno via, 
ENA VII. 


Goffredo, Rinaldo, Almirena. 
Gof. De quei ſtrani accidenti 
Se la ſerie ripiglio, 
Per dolor, per ſtupor, & inarca il ciglio. 
Alm. Ai crudeli eventi, 
Ancor non 50 ſe dormi, 0 je ſia deſta. 
Rin. Ceſſata la tempeſta 
Godiam, cara la caling. 4 
Alm. Dal? aure dolci della tua bell” alma; 
Bel piacere 
E godere 
Fido amor 
DPruefto fa contenti i ſcor. 
Lo fermezza 
Sol apPrezza 
Lo ſplendor 
Che provien d'un gratò cor. Bel, &c. 
SCENA 


'C 
fs 
1 


FN LI IB ©: 135 


Arm. Loſe we our ſtrifes of love in ſtrifes of war. 
Arg. The very heav'ns their whirlwind trumpets ſound, 
And call to battle. 
Arm. On our ſide appear, 
The Earth, the Skies, Hell, and our Prophet's pow'r. 
The Pagan trumpets ſound a march, and the army is ſeen to 
paſs the gate, and in military order deſcend the mountain, 
at whoſe foot they pay the uſual compliments of war, as 
they paſs by, to Argantes and Armida. 
Arg. Yon wood of lances ſhall outgrow the palms 
Our haughty foes reap'd in their haſty conqueſts. 
Arm. Drown'd in a ſea of blood their fame ſhall ſink. 
[Both to- 410 triumph ſummon'd hence 
gether] 9 In Aſia's juſt defence, 
Give we this day to rage. 
That paſt, with joy return, 
In ſofter fires to burn, 
And in love fights engage. To, &c. 


SCENE VII 


Enter Godfrey, Rinaldo, and Almirena. 


Godf. The various chances we ſo lately met, 
Mix grief, and joy, and wonder in my ſoul. 
Alm. Remembrance lies ſo heavy on my thoughts, 
That I ſcarce know I wake, and walk in freedom. 
Rin. The tempeſt paſt that frown'd upon our love, 
Leaves us a calm of hope to fail upon. 
Alm. The balmy breezes of thy gentle breath, 
Have lull'd me into love's undoubting lumber. 
Sweet the bleſſing | 
Of careſſing 
And poſſeſſing, 
Faithful love, and conſtant pleaſure; 
Joy enduring, | 
Peace procuring, 
Bliſs inſuring, | 
Is a lover's ſhining treaſure, Sweet, Gg 
K 4 SCENE 
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SCE N A VIII. 
Enuſtazio, e Detti. 
Euſt. Signor, !“ haſte nemica 


Con barbari ululati 
S* avicina alle tende; 
E gia ne noſtri accende 
Defir di gloria ardent: ; 
Ta quegli alti ardimenti 
Raffrena col gran ſenno, 
C ogn un fia pronto a venerarne il cenno, 
Gof. Ecco il glorioſo giorno, 
Che ne chiama al trionfo. 
Rin. Ecco le palme, 
Che ſpuntano nel campo. 
Alm. Ecco ne tuoi bei lume 
Che di gloria, e d' amor folgora un lampo. 
Gof. German, le noſtre tende 
I cuſtodir ti fia nobile incarco; 
Cola il nemico affrena, 
E da' eventi marzzal ſerba Almirena. 
Rin. ' Raccomando al tuo zel !] alto teſoro. 
Euſt. German, Rinaldo, i tuoi commandi adra. 
Di Sion nelP alta ſede 
La viriute, ed il valore, 
Hoggi ſolo fi vedera; 
CÞ* al fin nobile mercede 
D' alma grande, e nobil core 
E una bella felicitd. Di, Kc. 
[Va via con Almirena. 


SCENA IX. 


S ode ſuonare tutti gli ſtromenti militari di Chriſtiani, 
c' armata con pompa ſolenne, a piedi, ed a cavallo 
paſſa dinarzi Goffredo e Rinaldo, facendo loro i ſoliti 
ſaluti militari. 


2 Rin. 


Q 


— CR” * 


| 


Cou'd I reſign the ſafety of my ſoul ? 
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SCENE VII. 
Emer Euſtatio. 


Euſt. Arm, arm, ye Princes! now your fortune calls ye! 
The Pagan hoſt, with ſhouts of barbarous rage, 
Is marching down in dreadful order on us ! 
A fierce deſire of glory fires our troops, 
And only thy command, illuſtrious Chief, 
Can bridle their impetuous claim of battle! 
Godf. Behold the long-wiſh'd criſis of our fame 
A day that calls us out to triumph ever! 
Rin. Behold ! the laurel which long ſince took root, 
This glorious day ſhoots high, and branches o'er us ! 
Alm. Behold ! how in thoſe rayous eyes of thine, 


| Glory and love with kindred lightning ſhine! 


Godf. To guard our tents, Euſtatio, and our rear, 


| Be it thy noble taſk ; for there the foe 


May pour a ſudden and a dang'rous force; 
Thy courage and thy conduct will prevent it. 
And whom ſhou'd I conſign my daughter to, 
But thee, my Brother, and my well-tried Friend ? 
Take and protect my Almirena's charms 
From the rough touch of unreſpecting war. 
Rin. To whoſe known care but thine, experienc'd 


| warrior, 
Euft. Urg'd by my triendſhip and my duty join'd, 


| gladly take this weighty charge upon me. 


This day ſhall Sion change her King, 
And in her conquer'd throne, 

See Virtue's princely bloſſom ſpring, 
By pious valour known ; 

Thus noble ſouls by Heav'n regarded, 

Are by Fortune's ſmiles rewarded. 


This day, &c. 
He goes out with Almirena. 


SCENE TIX. 


| The Chriſtian trumpets ſound, and the army in military pomp 


and order marches over the ſtage, ſaluting their General 
65 they paſs, Rin. 


A 
A 
14 
T3. . 
i. 39 
£ 
* * 
8 8 
1 
# 


FI. < ' Ne L 
= N * Fry 3g * . 
oo _ a” # . r — - 
* C - — 4 —— oo, oo S- 


5 Jaap” wh He,” 


8 
bp + <b ©. wag ile «3 i 2 5 
„ 


n 


Ent > 


N 
6 8 


S 


N £ 
4 4 2 w 44 2 
OY: 4 np * 


138 nnr. 
| Goffredo, Rinaldo. 
Rin. Se cio“ 2 in grado, O Prence, 
Tu le falangi armate 
In campo aperto ſpingi; 
To per obliquo calle 
Vd che Sione hoggi humiliata cada. 
Del tuo nome in virtù colla mia ſpada. 
Gof. Degna é ſol di grand alma 
Malag evole impreſa EE: 
Approve il tuo conſiglio; 
Jo ti precedo in tanto. [Va via Goffred,, 
Rin. Brilla l' anima mia ſul lieto ciglio. 
Hor la tromba in ſuon feſtante 
Mi richiama a trionfar ; 
Qual guerriero, e qual amante, 
Gloria, e amor mi vuol bear. 


Hor, &c. [Vu 
SCENA X. 


Argante eſce colla ſua armata, che diſpone in ordine di 
battaglia. 

Arg. Miei fidi ecco ld un campo 

Colmo ni mille furti 

Piu famoſo, che forte; 

Quello benigna ſorte 

Hor vi preſenta; u prodi pug nate, 

Abattete, atterratte, 

Pera og un di quegli empij, 

Sian le rapine lor noſtro tributo, 

El“ alme lor un Holocauſto a Pluto. 


SC ENA XL. 


Eſce Goffredo con tutta la ſua armata, e ordina per dar 
battaglia. 
Gof. Maznanimi campiont, 
Ecco! ultimo giorno 
Delle vaſtre fatiche, 
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Rin. You, mighty Prince, whoſe active ſkill in war 
Delights to flouriſh in the face of death, 
And lead on thick-wedg'd files to open battle 
Will beſt ſecure the int'reſt of our cauſe 
Heading the dreadful ſquadrons to the field: 
|, by an oblique path, unſeen, unfear'd, 
Will from the Eaſtern foot of Sion's wall 
Storm the unwary city's battlements, 
| So to compleat, at once, the fall of Aſia. 
Godf. Great, and a taſk alone becoming thee, 
, s the uncommon enterprize thou nam'ſt; 
prize thy counſel, and to follow it, 
Thus take my leave, impatient of delay. [ Goes ont. 
Rin. My ſoul, refulgent *midſt the beams of hope, 
Shines out at either eye with joyful ſplendor! 
Now the trumpet, lite inſpiring, 
Calls me out in Honour's cauſe, 


a, Love and war my boſom firing, 
Give my will divided laws. Now, Sc. 
li EC 
| Argantes marching in bis troops, and ranging them in 
order of battle. 


Arg. Be brave, ye faithful followers of my fortune, 
Yon wearied army of your hated foe ' 
Is but a marching den of thieves and robbers, 
More famous far than dreadful to your arms! 
Stoop, tow'ring eagles, on the frighted prey 
Fate has prepar'd you; fight, and fighting, conquer; 
Periſh the wretches that wou'd make you wretched, 
Be all their rapines raviſh'd from their hold, 
And fall their pow'r a victim to deſtruction. 


1 8 C E N E FF. 
| Godfrey with the Chriſtian army. 
Godf. Behold the happy day at laſt arriv'd, 
Ye valiant champions tor the cauſe of Heav'n, 
Which is to put an end to all your pains, 
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Quel che tanto bramaſte; 


Qui v una ſelva d' aſte by 
Il nemico bg congiunto þ 
Perche vinciam pitt guerre in un ſol punto; But 1 
Combattete qual forti; e a monti eſtinti - bt 
Vadan color ſoſſopra, 41 
Perche ſolo un bel fin corona ! opra. 


S'attacca una battaglia regolata, che ſta in bilancia, dz The | 
una parte, e dall* altra; ma Rinaldo havendo di gia 
preſa la citta, diſcende dal monte con una ſquadra, ed | 
aſſaliſce per fianco gli nemici, che {1 danno alla fugga, ſo 
non reſtando il medeſima di darli al caccia. 
Gof. Solo dal Brando 

Dal ſenno ſolo 
Della vittoria 
Naſce il piacer; 
Ma un core amando 
Ferma il ſuo volo, 
Ne della gloria 
Cura il penſier. 


SCE N A XII. 


Rinaldo, che conduce Argante incatenato. 


Rin. Goffreds, ecco il ſuperbo in lacci avolto. 
Arg. Argante é vinto, e non il cor d' Argante, 
Che raggion ſovra d eſſo 
Ci aſtri non han. 
Sof. Rinaldo, 
S* aſcriva al tuo valor!“ alto ſucceſſo. 


. 


Euſtazio con Almirena conducendo ſeco Armida prig- 
gioniera. 


Euſtazio, Almirena, Armida, e Detti. 


Euſt. Ecco, German, la cruda, 
Che mentre volle all' alte noſtre tende 


A 


Recar 


dhe ſought to plunder and deſtroy our tents, 
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And crown your labours with their wiſh'd reward! 
Why are they met in ſuch unnumber'd ranks, 

But that their all may be at once o'erthrown, 

And one brave battle give us many vict'ries 

Fight with your wonted courage, and ſucceed, 

Their ſtrength will fail, coniounded ar your bravery ! 


The armies attack each other and form a regular battle, 
which hangs in balance, till Rinaldo having ſtorm'd the 
city, deſcends the mountain with his ſquadron, and aſ- 
ſaults the Pagans in the rear, who immediately fly, and 
are purſued by Rinaldo. 

GodF. Where Fame inſpires 
Our brave deſires, 
Conduct and courage are the pride of war; 
But Love alone 
Can Fame dethrone, 
And lighten Vict'ry's beams by Beauty's ſtar. 
Where, Ce. 


SCENE XII. 


Enter Rinaldo with Argantes in chains. 
Rin. Behold! the haughty pride of Aſia's hope 


Has learnt to bow 


Arg. Chriſtian, thou wrong'ſt my fame. 


Tis true, Argantes is a ſlave to war, 

| But that Argantes has a heart that's free, 

A heart that wou'd not ſtoop to Heav'n ignobly, 

| A heart, the Fates themſelves can ſcarce controul ! 


Godf. To thee, Rinaldo, is this triumph due. 
SCENE XIII. 


Enter Euſtatio and Almirena, with Armida, priſoner. 


Euſt. See here the juſt event of impious rage 
This cruel Amazon, while bent on ruin, 


Fell 
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Recar gÞ ultimi dann, 
Cadde ne ceppi, e negli eſtremi affanni. 
Arg. Numi che veggio! 
Arm. Somm Det che miro ! 
Rin. Cara, queſta é la meta. 
Alm. A cui ſoſpiro. 
Gof. Hor ne ſponſali eccelſi 
A quelle alto valore. 
Gof. e Euſt. Sia pronuba la gloria al voſtro amore. 
Rin. 2 Alm. Sia pronuva la gioia al noſero amore. 


[*s abbracciano. 


Arm. D' un Nume il pitt poſſente 
Han la ſcerta coſtor. 
Arg. Varia la ſorte. 
Rin. Alm. 2. In te ſol Þ alma mia - 7 riconforte. 
Arm. No, forſe ch al ciel piacque, 
CÞ' io ſpegna al fin pentita 


mio foco infernal colle ſacre acque. 


Verga indegna ti ſpcxæo. | Spezza la verga incantata, 


Arg. I tuo configho 
Seguo mia cara. 


Arm. I vaſtro rito io piglio. Verſo Gy, 


Rin. O clemenza del ciel! 
Alm. Beata ſorte ! 

Euſt. Trionfo alter 

Gof. La libertd vi dono. 

Arg. Cara ti ſtringo. 

Arm. Ven ſpoſo al mio trono. 


| COR O. 
Foſco velo a nobi alma 
Cieco affetto e ſol qua gin. 
Squarci pur Þ indegna alma 
Chi vuol giungere la 54, 


Foſco, &c. 
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Fell in the ſnares ſhe fix*d for others? miſchief ! 
Arg. Ye Pow'rs, what do I ſee! 
Arm. Oh cruel Gods 
Rin. Now, Almirena, we rejoice. 
Alm. By thee. 
Godf. Now to the marriage promis'd to your hopes, 
Godf. & Euſt. Be love and glory equally propitious. 
Rin. & Alm. Be joy and glory equally propitious. 
They embrace. 
Arm. Their valour cannot be more fam'd than ours; 
Their Gods are ſure more pow'rful. 
Arg. Or their fortunes. [thee. 
Rin. & Alm. My ſhare in all this triumph refts in 
Arm. No! Heav'n perhaps has choſe this road to 
ſave me, 
And, willing I ſhou'd waſh me from my ſins, 
Holds forth her ſacred waters! Be it fo, 
Unworthy inſtrument of all my crimes, 
Thus I revenge me on thee. | Breaks her enchanted wand. 
Arg. Nay, Armida, 
Where'er you lead, love and Argantes follow. 
Arm. to Conquer by you, we wou'd embrace your 
Codf. &c. faith. 
Rin. Oh ſmile of Heav*n |! 
Alm. O! happy chance of war. 
Euſt. Chief of our triumphs ! 
Godf. You are henceforth free. 
Arg. Happy Armida | 
Arm. Come, Argantes, come, 
Lov'd partner of my ſoul and of my throne, 


CHORUS. 


Here on earth our love inclines us 
To a thouſand crimes of nature, 
But hereafter all refines us 
To the mould of our Creator, Here, Cc. 
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T not for vulgar admiration write; ; 
To be well read, not much, is my delight. 
| Hor ace. 
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Mr. DENNIS, 2nd Mr. GIL DON. 


Gentlemen, 


Generous nature ſuffers no misfortune elſe, with 

ſuch ſevere reluctance, as ariſes from an obli- 
gation to purſue the little arts of flattery, which cuſ- 
tom now-a-days has render d neceſſary, in addreſſes to 
the powerful. 

I, therefore, who have no reliſh for ambition; 
who neither court, nor wou'd enjoy, the pomp of gran- 
deur; and who, amidſt the gaudieſt attributes of pow- 
er, ſee nothing, worth my envy, or my wiſhes, but the 
Mneglected means of making merit, happy, and dij= 
tinguiſhable ; I, who have no views, in writings of 
this nature, but the pleaſure they afford me, can, with 
eaſe, paſs by the great in title, and addreſs my appli- 
cation to the great in knowledge : men, who, through 
the gloom of Forrune's ſhade, ſhine out, to the impar- 
tral eye, with native luſtre. 

[ chuſe out you, among the kmared of the Muſes, as 
you are their genuine offspring : men, who wou'd 
teach the world the force of reaſon ; and give plea- 
ſure, only to inſinuate inſtruction: who: word ſup- 
port the ancient dignity of your profeſjion; and behold, 
wh ſcorn, the proſtitution of an art, deſign'd for 
great, and godlike z/es. 

To know you for ſevere, and watch/ul critics, does 
nt fright me from acknowledging your worth. I ſee, 
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and own, the.great, the noble uſefulneſs of your pry. 

feſion. Why has not the blind Goddeſs thrown you 
lots, as high, above the grovellers of Parnaſſus, as wy 
confeſs your underſtandings? In ſpite of all the litil, 
empty differences, forms, and circumſtances of condj. 
tion, I /ook with pleaſure, over crouds of titles, up f 
your perfections; and behold you plac d, even now, 
- wwhere length of time, and juſt poſterity. ſhall fix your 
memories. 

You therefore, who are able to do juſtice, both way, 
who can diſtinguiſb excellencies, and detect abſurdity; 
you beſt deſerve the labour of the Muſes : and, to you, 
and not your patrons, I aſcribe this tragedy. 

There is, I find, a great misfortune, which attenh 
the repreſentation of a play, whoſe plot has any juf 
connection, or dependency of ſcene. Our general ai 
diences conſiſt of men, whoſe heads are bent a very dh 
ferent way from what 1s neceſſary for a taſte of poetry, 
And, being never moved by the affected, vicious, and 

unnatural tone of voice, ſo common on our ftages ; thi 

fink 1nſenfibly, from that attention, into which judici- 
ous actors forcibly attract us; and, by that means hit 
the thread of the deſign : and, conſequently, all the 
reliſh of the entertainment. 

I need not tell you, that, without attention, tis in. 
pglſible for any play to ſtrike. Now, where it avs 
not ſtrike, tis as impoſſible to pleaſe : and, if it does nit 
pleaſe, it never can inſtruct. So, here, we find tit 
very end of all dramatic poetry deſtroyed, by that ou 
fundamental evil of a player's ignorance. I miyht, 
more juſtly, call it obſtinacy. They cannot, if thi) 
think at all, but know what is natural, from what i 
monſtrous : but they are fo accuftom'd to a horribl, 
theatric, way of pending, that, except in Mr. * 
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bo is, indeed, a juſt and excellent tragedian, you ſhall 
never hear ſo much as an endeavour, at thoſe thrilling 
breaks, and changes of the. voice; the only puſfible.ex- 
preſſion of our paſſions, in their variations and degrees, 
and which fo ſenſibly alarm the ſoul, and challenge the 
attention of an audience. V. grief, which claumcalow, 
and broken voice, is utter d in the thunder of a rant; 
what mark has rage to be diſtinguiſb d by? Our actors 
ſould induſtriouſly forget themſelves, and tbe ſpecta- 
tors; and put on the kan Muy the dreſs, of every 
character they repreſent. ey ſhould not act, but 
really be, the happy, or the ID, a od Gre 
to think em. 6 | 

You will ſay, a perfect cler f is a ww" we mu 
rather with, than hope for: but to ſhew, by:;wwhat e 
have, what tis we ſhould deſire, he muſt, at once, be 
furniſbed with the ſeveral excellences following: the 
face, and ſtature, and no more, of Mr. Leigh, at the 
New houſe ; the genteel turn, and ſoftneſs of addreſs, 
of Mr. Wilks, together with his briſk, and lively ſpi- 
rit; the majeſty of Mr. Keene ; the affurance of 
Mr. Cibber ; and, to crown all theſe, Mr. Booth's 
ſweet voice, juſt accent, and ſolemnity of utterance : 
and add to all, a frequency, and aptneſs, of expreſſive 
geſture ; 207th a viſage, capable of putting on at vill, 
the lines, and marks of every paſſion. 

As I am writing to ſuch perfect judges of the dra- 
ma, I look upon my ſelf obliged to tell you, that I have 
endeavoured to obſerve the rules, with all the neceſſary 
ſtrictneſs. And yet, at the ſame time, indulge the 
common taſte, for fullneſs of A and bulincks, as 
our " Players call it. 

This new eſſay to an the ancient, and the 
modern plans of Tragedy {the firſt endeavour of the 
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kind) may poſſibly deſerve improvement, from ſome fi. 
ture imitator. Tho I would not, with the fand 
Mr. Bays, affirm the end, and ſole deſign of J. ragi 
writing, to be, as he expreſſes it, to elevate and (ur. 
prize, yet I will offer it to your decifion, whether ad. 
miration, 25 moſt properly the buſineſs of the Ei 
poem, may not merit to be added as a third requitite 
to the preſent movers of the Tragic Muſe, which, ſpedl- 
ing ſtricti, flands confined to terror, and compaſjion, 
TI would not, here, be-under/tood to mean, that bar- 
ren ind of admiration, ic ariſes from perplexit 
of plot, produced from huddled heaps of incidents, mt 
naturally bringing on, and following each other; but 
that juſter paſſion, which we feel, from a reflection m 
the firange degrees, and various means, whereby th: 
vices we correct in Tragedy, draw down upon a guilty 
head, the very ils, and miſeries, they were commuted 
to avoid. 8 
As this new, ſpecimen of Tragedy is built, perhaps, 
upon the moſt variety of turns, and has a deeper and 
@ more furprizing plot, than any play which has bee 
publiſhed, that I know of, in the Engliſh tongue; ani 
yet is written with a ſtrict obſervance of dramatic 
rule: and fince it will appear, that notwithſtanding 
this reſpect which I have paid the laws of poetry, | 
have found room for topical reflection, large deſcrip- 
tion, love, war, ſhow, and paſſion : ſo I would, a 
Lleaſt, propoſe it to the enemies of criticiſm, as a proj 
{however otherwiſe imperfect that order does nit 
as they frequently object, confine the ranges of a poet: 
fancy: but may, on the contrary, collect, make apt, ani 
add to the delight of all thoſe ſcatter d random beau- 
ties, which our Tragic Libertines have been jo fond 


o: 


The 


"© * 12 _ . . 2 


poſe the 


to rage, and raſhneſs of determination : teaching, thencez 
how neceſſary lit, to hold a ſteddy rem upon aur paſ- 
frons ; and foe to no firſt ill, tho" wth intent to 
guard againſt a threatening greater. 


cidents 20 
chuſe no —— N of lit iſtory 
from, and dark ideas of, the Chin of nation, and her 
borders, tempted me to fix 
tuat ion. 
are all imaginary, even to the very 
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7 he mer T ſate dem to write upon Was, to ex- 
dangerous conſequences of our JOY Way 


That I m1 47 bt be at liberty to form the proper in- 
eſs confinement to my fancy, 1 refofoed to 
Our. aiſtance 


fix my ſcene in ſo remote a fi- 
be fable 16 fctitious; and the character 
names, excepting 
anly Uncham, common to the Emperors of China, as 


at Rome, tbe Cæſars. The manners and the ſenti- 
ments, are proper, becauſe neceſſary to produce the 
ſeoeral ends, which form the buſineſs of eech charac- 


ter. The language is not laboured too tow : but ſuch 
as I concerve might reaſonably be erpected, from the 
perſons we ſuppoſe to utter it. The common tinſel- 
ware, of ſimile and metaphor, I have little dealt in, 
unleſs when I attempt deſcription : there, you know, 
they are not only natural, but requiſite. As to the 
deſcriptions bessten, th very frequent in this tra- 
gedy, you will not think they are too many, if you find 
they are well touched, and introduced ſo aptly, as to be 
neceſſary, as well at ornamental, to the buſineſs of the 


The decoration , which, however ſligbted, or ill-un- 


derſtood, among Us, is 4 fifth eſſential; and without 


it, 'tis impoſſible but that the fineſt tragedy muſt be 
maim'd, "hs train on probability: to this I paid a 
very great regard, in the contrivance of the play : and 
all the dreſſes and the ſcenes, were new: and ſuch, 
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who faw'em, in the repreſentation, will confe 72 them 
not unpleafing, and extremely differing from any thing 
which has been lately ſeen upon the Engliſh flages. 
De unities I have preſerv'd unbroken every where, 
The action you will find is ſingle and entire. The 
place confined to one town only ; and the time with. 
in the compaſs of a natural day, even at the utmoſt. 

I will enlarge on nothing further, but to wiſh, that 
as on Tueſday next, the 6th of March, they act this 
Tragedy for Mrs. Rogers' s benefit, 200 Ft fo well 
and agreeably perform a chief part in it ; the readers 
of both ſexes, into whoſe hands, before that day, the 
Play ſhall fall, would give themſelves the pleaſure to 
obſerve, -with what. a ty eafmeſs ſhe enters into 
the true meaning of her character; and pay her the 
applauſes, which her great experience of the ftage, and 
artful grow pate 70 ts nge, Je Juftly merit from a 
Aragon: uke. | 


I am, Gentlemen, 
your moſt profeſs d admirer, 


aAlhnd very humble ſervant, 


AARON HILL. 
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HEN riſing Diſcord PAGE: ber balful wing, 
With chedels voice the ſhadow'd. Muſes fing ; 
While captious Faction wreſts the wrong*d Es 
And every accent bears a partial bent, 
What ſhall the Stage in this Dilemma do? 
Shall wwe at once court truth and falſhood too ? 
Shall we aſſume the thriving courtier's way; 5 
And, flatt' ring both ſides, both alike betray ? 
Or, rather ſhall we, mindful of our art, | : 
Fearleſs, and juſt, make vice in all ſhapes fart : 2 | 
Unty'd to any cauſe, but that alone, 
Which honour, virtue, truth, and juſtice, own, 
Bravely unbiaſs'd, draw the ſword of wit, 


And ftrike all follies which all ſides commit? 
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Bold in this aim, our Author bids me ſay, 
The Tragic Muſe has long miſtook her way, 
Fall'n to contempt, her Poets juſtly ſmart; 
The fawning wretches have undone their art 


In ancient times the drama's generous fire, 
Did fearleſs faith, and ſtrength of ſoul inſpire; 
Taught creſt- -falÞn Pride 7o Bluſh with late-learnt ſhame, 
And conſcious Worth to weigh down guilty Fame; 
Taught Poverty the ſafety of Content, 
And calPd none Happy but the Innocent; 
Made fond Ambition feel her ſipp'ry fate, 
And hew'd the littleneſs of being great. 3 
| en 
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Then mas a glorious toil for bards to write, 
Aud prayers and praiſes did that toil requite ; 
Then their Apollo was ihe reigning God, 
And tyrants trembled at the Paet's rod; 
But now, baſe flatt'ry ſtains the ſinking - haze, 
And proſtitution has extinguiſh'd rage : 
Now mercenary brows pollute the bays ; 
nd he, V pays the ſcribler, wears bis praiſe : 
ow, Pegaſus is grown a backney-jade, 
And heroes riſe and fall, like ſtocks in trade. 


Di ſdainful of theſe ſordid views, to-night, 

The Author ſftri attention would invite; 

On China's diſtant coaſt the ſcene he draws, 
A nation famous for ber arts and laws : 

No doubtful hint, no party-glances, here. 
Shall, to diſturb divided minds, appear; 
While in our plot the puniſhment you ſee 

Of ſuperſtition, rage and oruelty, 
Whoſe moral thoughtleſs youth may well apply, 
And ſafely fteer — flormy paſſions by. 

Sit and obſerve, and if you, mov d, depart, 

Loet wiſh'd applauſes own a feeling heart, 


— 


"» 


FCC 
E PI L O GU E. 
Spoken by Mrs. CROSS. 


72 E female poſſe of cur varying flate, 
Joiniſy impatient of their lot) ring fate, 
Mere coming in a body all about je, a 2 


Plainly to let you know —— 2 182 
Cruel, as you are, they cannot live without je. 
But tho indeed it cou'd be thought no wonder, 

In Tragedy to entertain with thunder, 

Yet, fince the learn'd in ſounds'have gueſtion'd, "whether 
Men's ears can bear ten women's tongues together; 
And ſince to ſtrite you deaf were our undoing, : 
Im come without them, all alone a wooing: © — _. / 
I come, in ſhort, plainly to tell my mand, 

Which is in downright Engliſh, youre unkind; 
A woman ſpeaks, will you not liſten to her? ; 
Once you were men of other moulds, Pm ſure : 

And, as men fhou'd do, you lo d Change of old, 10 
What, but two ſtages, and muſt one catch cold? 
The Old houſe, out upon't ! O fie far ſbame /! 

The ladies ſball be frighted at the name: 

Once it was otherwiſe, and ſome of you 

Have lib d things ne'er the worſe for being new; 
Hut taſtes will change, and rather than complain, 
Mell flrive to court you in your fav rite ſtrain 
Pray therefore, ſober Sirs, be pleas'd to know, 

Neve young, freſh actreſſes, whom we don't ſhaw; 
Becauſe of late, your practice ſeems to own, 

You like that beſt, which you have longeſt known; 
Then certainly you'll eaſe us of our fears, 

Por, by our tell-tale records, it appears, 

That you've known ſome of us theſe twenty years: 
Hon t that do neither © —— ———- Hang me if it will : 
No, no, I find you'll be for changing /{ill ; 

Mell then, if you muſt change,. 

Do it like ſtateſmen, and in time reſtrain 

The growing pow'r of rival Drury-lane ; 

Nat, tho you long have, partially, been kind, 
Shall their good fortune make them think you blind? 
Proud as they are, make this a lucky caſſ, 

Ard, having won you, faith, well hold you faſt, 
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Perſons 


Perſons Repreſented. 


Db er of Chins. 
Ou ALco, his eldeſt Son. | 
ZARODIN, his youngeſt Son. 

| SEL1M, a favourite Eunuch. 
SIZ AN CAR, Captain of the Guards, 
OronTEs, General of Siam. 
IranTar, Daughter to the King of Siam. 
An old Hermit. 5 


4 ARBANES, a Chineſe Officer. 
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SC EN E, A palace in ibe city Sofala, in Siam. 


Enter at different doors, Sizangar and Arbanes. 


Sizang. LT HAT! hoa! Arbanes! 
Arban. Brave Sizangar, hail ! 


Zang. Canſt thou inform me of the fav'rite Eunuch? 


Arban. Mean you Lord Selim? 
Sizang. He. 
Arban. Yonder he comes, 
Full of glad news, and ſeeks the Emperor's preſence. 
[ Exit Arbanes. 
Sizang. This Eunuch ſtateſman, with his woman's face, 
Has more than manly ſtrength of mind in council : 


As if, throughout that ſhrill, that unmann'd race, 
| 3 Wrong'd 
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Wrong' d Nature, conſcious of th* unlov'd defect, 
Endeavour d hard, with reconciling gifts ö 
To pay the mind back, what the body loft. 
Oft have I wonder'd and *tis ſtrange to ſee! 
When, midſt a learned throng of liſt'ning ſenators, 
This whey-fac'd orator diſplays his eloquence, 
While reaſon dances to his treble pipe, 

How ſenſe, acknowledg'd, gives the lye to ſound, 
And bluſhing man feels diminiſh'd pride! 

A happy fortune wait upon your wiſhes, 

Moſt noble Selim! pilot of our ſtate ! 


Enter Selim, with a letter. 


Selim. Thanks valiant leader. Wou'd youought with me? 
Sang. I wou'd, if time permits, unfold at large 

A ſecret worth your notice. 

Selim. *T would be well 

| You choſe ſome fitter hour; for, now, I go, 

A glad partaker of the public joy, 

Io hail our royal Maſter. 

Sizang. May the Gods 

Thus ever bleſs him [Exit Sizangar. 
Selim. May your wiſh prove happy! ; 


As Selim paſſes imward, through an arch of the palace, 
he meets the Emperor, attended by his officers and 
guards. He kneels, and delivers the letter, which the 
Emperor, having ſeated himſelf on a throne, ſeems to 
Peruſe with pleaſure, and then ſpeaks. 


Uncham. Bleſs'd be the gods of China! Siam's tow'rs 
Have fail'd, at laſt, their haughty keeper's hopes 
Their proud Orontes now ſhall boaſt no more 
A fame unftain'd : yon beamy god, the Sun, 

Still, as he rolls his fiery wheels round heaven, 
Smiles downward on me, and thus glads my reign : 
Speak, Eunuch, does he not ? 


Selim. 


' The Fall f S IAM. tx 
Selim. For your great ſake, 


He warms your China's plains with partial favour; 
Did the wide univerſe, united, bow "pg 
Before our Monarch's throne, our god wou'd ſhine 
With equal benefit on all mankind: 
The ſandy wilds of ſcorch'd Bornzo's ſhore 
Wou'd riſe to flow'ry banks; and bow'rs of bliſs ! 
The icy pools wou'd melt in ſeas of joy 
Cathaia's frozen cliffs depoſe their ſnow, 
And fink to ſurfaces of new-born beauty ! 
Uncham. Selim! I would not die. Methinks, *tis poor, 
And ſets me on a level with my ſlaves, 
To know, that death has wider pow'r than I. 
When Siam, Zeilon, and the rich Japan, 
The proud Mogol, the diſtant Abyſſine, 
Who rules the ſooty Æthiop; when theſe kneel 
And call me Lord; when Afric trembles at me, 
And the wide tract of tawny Tartary, 
And boaſting Europe, fam'd for arts and arms, 
Shall fall before me; then ! in this w://d point! 
Death to this thought of death — It flings my ſoul. 
Selim. When Princes, full of years, and glories, die, 
They not loſe being, but begin to be; 
For thoſe we now call Gods, were Men, like Tou; 
But dyed to live, as you, now, live to dye. 
 Uncham. Imaginary god ſhip ſuits not me 
Selim, thy ſkill in worldly policy 
Has better recommended thee in China, 
Than theſe Japonian lectures of futurity. 
Give me to taſte zhis life; and, for hereafter, 
leave it to the gods who know it beſt, 
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A flouriſh of trumpets. 


Enter Omalco, Zarodin, and ſoldiers. The Emperor riſes, 
and comes forward. 


Uncham. Welcome, brave ſons, your hoary father's pride! 
Come to my breaſt, Omalco, eldeſt born, 


Thus 
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Thus let me thank thee! Next, my Zarodin, 
Laſt born, but equal in our love, come thou ! 
But ſay, begin; and charm our ready ear 
With full deſcription of your purchas'd glory. 

I ſent you to compleat the overthrow 

Of Siam's pride; ſay, how ſucceeded you? 


Zarod. Scarce had we reach'd old Sagra s fruitful plain, 


When certain horſe-men, ſent to view the foe, ; 
Return'd with news, that their collected pow'r, 
Urg'd by the untam'd ſpirit of Orontes, 
Quitted their faſtneſſes, on Ava's hills, 
And mov'd to meet us: Sir! the men we led 
Then, firſt, felt fear ; and ſhiver'd as they march'd. 
Uncham. Ha ! ſhiver'd ! Did they fear a beaten foe? 
Omal. They had not, Sir, forgot that dreadful day, 
When, by your royal hand, the Monarch fell; 
And his fair daughter firſt became your captive ! 
When Slaughter, bluſhing at her waſteful labour, 
Sunk, ſhame-fac'd, down, beneath the ſea ſhe ſhed, 
While Thirogambe* s bank ſtood drown'd in blood ! 
They bad each other call to mind, that day, 
The wounds receiv'd, and giv'n, by this Orontes ; 
How, through our wond'ring ranks he hurl'd his rage, 
And drove ſwift death before him 
Uncham. This I know; | 
And how lewd Victory, raviſh'd from my hand, 
Stood neuter, to indulge a boy's reſentment, 
And ſaw him, four long months, defy my arms! 
But I expect what is; not what has been 
Zarod. Drawn near and ſtretch'd in terrible array, 
Both armies rais'd, at once, a deaf'ning ſhout ; 
Aſſaulting heav*n's high arch; while from the ſound, 
The mountains trembled ; and the wounded plain 
 Groan'd horribly, beneath our weight of war! 


Omal. High noon ſhone o'er us, and the full-grown day 


Glow'd, with religious awe, beneath her god; 
Whoſe buſy rays acted a herald's part, 
And flaſh'd return'd defiance from our ſwords, 


Which, 
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Which, drawn by thouſands, glitter'd in his beams, ; 
While the ſoul-quick*ning found of drums and trumpets, 
The waving banners, and the nodding plumes, 

The neigh of horſes, and the clang of arms, 

Uſher'd the battle on, in dreadful ſtate ! 

Furious, like warring winds, we ruſh'd together, 

And met, with deadly ſhocks on either ſide; 

The pompous beauties of the marching war 

Were loſt in the encounter : mingling deaths 

Effac'd the flow'ry ſweetneſs of the plain | 

And the hack'd edges of our claſhing ſwords, 

Beneath an arch of fire, that ſparkled from them, 

Snatch'd high from one grim wound, toward another,, 

Rain'd ſnow'rs of blood around, on horſe and man, 

Till life became diſguis'd with all death's horrors! 

Selim. This was, indeed, a battle 
Uncham. Worthy me ! BY 
Zarod. Oft have I trod the crimſon paths of war 

But never found the road ſo rough before; 

Long toil d we on, againſt a tide of blood; 

When now Orontes, high amidſt his train, 

Alike diſtinguiſh'd by his arms and courage, 

Cry'd to his dreadfui ſquadrons, to remember 

They had a royal miſtreſs to redeem, : 

And ow'd revenge for her great father's fall ; 

That they, now, fought, not for their country's honour, 

But for its bleeding liberty ; which, loſt, 

Their poor defenceleſs children lay expos'd 

To murder, and their wives to nameleſs wrongs ; 

Then, ruſhing forward, with deſtructive force, 

He threw himſelf amidſt our thickeſt ranks, - 

And acted horrors, which, alike, amaz'd 

And frighted the Chinzan infantry, 

Who pierc'd, look'd round, and ſhook, and fled before him. 
Uncham. What pity, that this man was born in Siam | 
Omal. At laſt he came, where a white elephant, 

Mad with unnumber'd wounds, had thrown his ruler, 

In wild, unguided fury, laſh'd the ground; 

"Vis 1. h M And 
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And mow'd, with his huge trunk, the throng'd array : 
With bloody, broken tuſks, ran grimly on, 
And puſn d promiſcuous crowds, of friend, and foe. 
Orontes, as he bruſn'd the boiſtꝰrous beaſt, 
Roſe in his ſeat; and, lifting high his arm, 
Buried a javelin in his monſtrous ſide: 
The ſmarting elephant, revengeful, roar'd, 
And, as the warrior's horſe, ftop'd by the turn 
Of rallying troops, ſid' ling, obey*d the ſpur, 
Gor'd him retreating ; the diſdainful ſteed 
Snorted, plung d forward, threw his heels aloft, 
Shook fierce his bloody reins, and ſnuff d the wind 
Impatient beat the ground, and foaming wild, 
Roſe in erected rage, and paw'd the air 
*Till tumbling backward, on his rider's breaft, 
Foil'd, and encumber'd, by th' unweildy weight, 
And, overborn by numbers, we diſarm'd him. 
Zarod. Ofercoming him was all: the troops of Siam, 
Loſt by their leader's loſs, on all ſides fled. 
+, Uncham. Great, by my throne ! I long methinks, to ſee 
Ho he becomes captivity. | 
Omal. His foul 
Unbow'd, beneath his mighty load of woe, 
Looks down ſerenely on his conqu'ror's triumph! 


A flouriſh of trumpets. 


Zarod. Thoſe trumpets ſpeak him here. 
Uncham. Give him admiſſion. [ Exit Arbanes, 


Uncham reſeats himſelf on the throne. 
Enter Sizangar. 
. Sizang. Hail to our glorious monarch, and his fortune! 
Ipanthe, ſtruggling with a ſtorm of grief, 


For her own ruin, in her gen'ral's fate, 
Preſſes to be admitted. f 


Uncham, 
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Uncham. Let her come. 


Enter Ipanthe, in mourning. 


Omal. | Aide] How lovely looks her ſorrow ! 
Zarod. | Afide) Killing grief 
Omal. Behold your captive, Sir, the great Orontes, 


Enter on the other ſide, Orontes guarded , he expreſſes ſurprize 
and grief, at the fight of Ipanthe; and, neglecting the 
Emperor, comes forward, and kneels to her; who raiſes 
bim, weeping. After ſome pauſe, the Emperor ſpeaks. 


Uncham. Are we neglected ? or does this dumb ſcene 
Riſe from the ſtrong oppreſſion of their grief ? 
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Selim. Tis deep condolement of their mutual loſs ! | 4 
Oront. Well did thoſe Bramins judge, who taught man firſt 9 
The uſe of paſſive valour! Yet, how low, _ #3 


How poor a thing is life, depriv'd of pow'r 

To act as well as ſuffer ! wretched he! 

Who, ſeeing others, Wretched, cannot cure 

The ills he pities! O! divine Ipanthe! 

Do not-reproach me with thoſe killing tears, 

They gall remembrance with your father's death, 

Your raviſh'd ſcepter, and your loſt condition, 

All unreveng'd alike, and all my ſhame | 

Why ſhou'd ſuch virtue doubt the gods” aſſiſtance? 

Thou art ſo like themſelves, they needs muſt love thee ! 

Oft, when the ſtrength of human courage fails us, 

Loſt in the mazes ot perplexing woe, 

Some _ power holds out a friendly clue 

O] ceaſe to weep—words have their weight to wound us, 

But *tis not in the pow'r of man, to bear 

The /lenr eloquence of female ſorrow | + 
pant. Where hope can lean, tho' ne'er fo weakly prop'd, 

Twere poor to let it ſink : but I, expos'd, 

A helpleſs orphan, and in ſhametul chains, 

What hope ſhou'd I preſume to cheriſh here? 1 

When my great father liv'd, I hop'd indeed, 8 
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Nor did I quite deſpair, while you were free; 

But all's now loſt ! ev'n Siam is no more! 

Yet I reproach you not: what man cou'd do, 

You nobly, did; and, till Orontes fell, 

His country ſtood : that truth my juſtice owes you. 
Oront. I fell indeed! fell horribly ! oferwhelm'd 

Amidſt the ruins of my ſinking country! | 

Sure, there are Powers above, who guard the juſt! 

I had not wonder'd, if my failing ſword 

Had fought the cauſe of pride; or vain ambition : 

But I ſubmit—the gods are abſolute ! | 
Uncham. [to Oront.] My ſoul, unapt to prize an enemy, 

Won by the manly magicof thy virtue, | 

Confeſſes thou art brave! and thou, Ipanthe, 

Fair, and of form engaging: Siam, now, 

Is mine, and I beſtow it, at my will; 

What ſay you then, if by an act of grace, 

Which, tho? your preſent fortune cou'd not hope, 

Your virtue merits, from a conqu'ror's mercy, 

I reinſtate you, and reſtore your country ? 
Omal. Hear, and confeſs, that China's mighty chief, 

Unmov'd by wild ambition, makes not war 

To widen pow'r, but find more room for mercy. 
Zarod. Who, after this, will dread the growth of crowns? 
Oront. The unchear'd natives of the frozen North, 

Whoſe wand'ring veſſels ſeek our ſhores for gain; 

Far from the ſun, and dark in their ideas 

Of Heav'n's diſtinguiſh'd plan of ſov'reign rule, 

Dread growth of crowns ; becauſe, in thoſe chill'd climes, 

Power, rip'ning ſlowly into excellence, 

Degen'rates to oppreſſion, ſtarv'd in ſoil, 

And nip'd by the cold winds of clam'rous faction. 

But in our Eaſtern garden, where the plant 

Of genuine majeſty permits no weeds, 

When needleſs thirſt of rule drives Princes on, 

The {tar of power, grown dreadful, ſhines no more, 

But comet-like, glares red, with bloody beams ! 


If, royal enemy ! this hapleſs war 
Roſe 
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Roſe only from miſtaken ſenſe of wrongs, 

And you, content with dire revenge, decline 

Poorly to keep what is not rightly yours, 

Then *twas but paſſion's ſally, not your crime; 

Then, not rememb'ring you as Siam's foe, - 

I will look up to the Chinæan throne, 

And ſay, it merits to ſtand firm for ever. 
Ipant. Unhoping favours from that crucl hand, 

I came, to tell you, life was grown a burthen; 

To urge, accuſe, and ſting you, with reproaches, 

Till your rais'd rage had given the death I fought : 
But your repentance has transform'd my purpoſe, 

This timely, new-afſum'd, humanity, 

May make me half forget, who kill'd my father! = 
Uncham. Your father ow'd his death to chance: juſt fo 1 
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Might I have falPn by him ; but give that thought #4 
To the dark winds, which blow remembrance blind : 4 
Now, to the cauſe, thro' which your fortune {miles ! 1 


If I miſtake not, for *tis long, indeed, 
Since I was young, and ſkeill d in love's ſoft art, 
My ſons, Ipanthe, wear their captive's fetters ! 
Oft have I mark'd an ill-diſſembled paſſion, 
Ev'n now, you ſee, their conſcious bluſhes own it; 
Why—be it ſo—take him you beſt cſteem, | 
And he ſhall ſhare with you, your father's throne ; 
So, may your kingdom flouriſh, once again, 
And love's foft balm ſhall heal the wounds of war. 
Selim. | Aſide.] Unlook'd for propotition ! 
Omal. | Aſide.] Happy day 
Zarod. ¶ fide.) Inſpire her, Love 
Oront. | to Ipant.] But, that it were preſumpt' 01 
To interrupt your awful eloquence, 
By joint ſurprize, and indignation, fir'd, 
I cou'd grow fond of noiſe, and ſeek revenge 
From fruitleſs words, like woe-bewailing woman 
But thunder's voice ſhou'd roar in uche caulc, 
No mortal force of ſound can tune the rage, 


Which ought to agitate affronte 1 virtue | 4 
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But ſoft—T'm calm: contempt is beſt reveng d 
By ſcorn : and bearing well, we puniſh moſt. 
 OUnchaem.[riſing.] Ha! has the offer made the honour cheap? 
Thus, do you thank — _ | 
Selim. Indulge the voice of grief : 
Perhaps the captive gen'ral loves Ipanthe. 

Oront. Who does not love Ipanthe ? Love her? yes! 
Why live I, but to love her [to Ipant.] Pardon me, 
J wou'd have ſaid to ſerve her. [to Uncham] Proud ſucceſs 
Has dazzled reaſon : elſe you wou'd have ſeen, 

Tho' chance has made her lovely perſon yours, 
Her'mind, unconquer'd, triumphs o'er captivity : 
And ſcorns to barter honourable chains 

For ſhame and liberty. 

Uncham. They call me raſh |! 

Witneſs, thou all-diſcerning eye of Heav'n, 
And, once, confeſs me patient! 

Omal. Bleſt Orontes! | 

It ſeems, the grateful, the indulgent Princeſs, 
Mindful how much her glory ow'd your courage, 
Has jude'd a ſoldier's breaſt a ſafe retreat. 

And, kindly, leaves her love at your diſpoſal. 

Oront. ¶ Aſide.] How has unwary jealouſy expos'd 
A ſecret, dang'rous to my hopes, and me 

Ipant. to Oront.] Has, then, my loſs of freedom ſo reduc'dme, 
That ev'n Orontes treats me like a ſave! 
When, Sir, did I inveſt you with a right 
To dictate to me, and direct my love? 
To the Emperor. ] At you, whoſe chains I wear, I wonder not: 
You do but exerciſe a maſter's pow'r: 

But know, I had a father once; who taught me, 
That a low fortune only breaks low minds ; 
No change of circumſtance can change Ipanthe : 

Ves! my mov'd ſoul can riſe againſt oppreſſion, 

And till grow ſtronger, as my wrongs increaſe. 
And, is it thus, you wou'd reſtore my kingdom? 
Shall it be ſaid, that, eager for a crown, 


J, monſtrouſly enjoy'd it with the fon. 


Of 
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Of him, who diſpoſſeſs'd my murder'd father? 
What! warm his widow'd throne with impious love! 
How dar'd you harbour thoughts like this, of me, 
Whoſe veins the royal blood of Siam fills ? 
Where ſhall I hide my face, in dark retreat, 
Forgotten, and forgetting ? O vile view | 
A priſon, after this, can give no pain. 
- [Exit Ipanthe, follow'd by Omalco and Zarodin. 
Uncham. Tis well! This inſolence, at once, reproves, 
And puniſhes, my fin of lenity. 
'Tis not for Kings to pity : I renounce 
Tame mercy, for it blunts the edge of majeſty ! 
Selim —— attend me. I ſhall find a way 
To break this ſtubborn fierceneſs. You, Sizangar. 
See him confin'd in the Sofalian tow'r. 
And guarded ſtrictly. [ Exeunt Emperor, Seli m, and guards. 
Orontes. How weak, alas, is the reſtraint of guards 
Upon a man, who ſcorns to live unfree! 
Why ? if *twere fair to aſk why did the Powers, 
Who govern love, and war, forlake my cauſe? 
Unbroke to inſults, conſcious of no crime, 
Deſerving ills like theſe, how has fate reach'd me? 
Are the gods partial? No: — or were they partial 
Impious complaints wou'd but provoke them more ! [ 
But why wrong I the gods; they act no ill 
We owe them all things: there's ſuch odds 8 us, 
That, cruſh'd with woe, man cannot bear, from Heav'n, 
What Heav'n, accus'd unjuſtly, bears from man. 
What, then, in this extreme, remains to do? 
Look inward, foul ! ay! there I find a cure 
For all theſe evils : there's a ſtrength in virtue, 
Which bids the vanquiſh'd triumph. Theſe weak chains 
Want pow'r to bind me: fetter'd as I am, 
The tyrant, whoſe ambition put them on, 
Is more a ſlave. The man, who conquers me, 
Muſt bind my ſoul: Orontes, elle, is free! | Exit guarded. 


End of the Fir AF. 
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SCENE, à Priſon. Orontes fitting. 
Oront. Ounded ! defeated! taken! and in chains! 


How finiſh'd is my woe! Yet apprehenſion 
Is wounded deeper, deadlier far, than I | 


Siam, where art thou! Unauſpicious Sagra ! 
Ipanthe is a ſlave | And what Orontes ? 
All, all, is loſt ! where now are thoſe big views, 
Which lately flatter'd my preſuming love? 
Vaſt change of ill! Then, far above my hopes, 
Aw'd by her pow'r, I trembled, looking up: 
Now, gazing downward on her alter'd ſtate, 
I more deſpair ! For *tis not, now, her heart, 
Deſire muſt pant for : Joſt Ipanthe's will 
Obeys Ipanthe's maſters ! Fruitleſs thoughts | 
I have no claim, ev'n were her choice left free; 
My hope, untimely urg'd, was kill'd with ſcorn ! 
Starts up.] But, what has love to do, amidſt deſtruction? 
Cou'd I redeem her; give her back to Siam! 
Revenge her father's death ! were all this done ! 
Oh! vain, deluſive proſpect ! — What art thou? 


Enter Selim. 


Selim. A friend to every brave unfortunate. 

Oront. I think the fav*rice Eunuch |! 

Selim. The wile, and brave, 
Well know, that minds, enlarg*d by free reflection, 
Outſtretch the narrow prejudice of cuſtom : 
Hence, I, a foe to Siam, ſee your worth, 
Yes, tho? your arms were hoſtile, ſee your worth, 
And, ſeeing, gaze with admiration on it. 

Oront. * Tis greatly ſaid. And tho' 1 bend my eye, 
With all the earneſtneſs of obſervation, 


And 
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And caution of a faith, too oft deceiv'd, 
| cannot read a traitor's look about you. 
Selim. When firſt J ſaw, and heard the great Orontes, 

Love of his virtue fir'd my languid foul, | 

And bade me ſerve the worth, I cou'd not imitate. | 
Oront. I wou'd not, poorly, ſay, I am oblig d, 

I wou'd 2# thanks, not ſpeak them. Take my will, 

'Tis all my power! deſerving recompence. 

You mult have learnt, that virtue's beſt reward 

Is her own conſcious excellence |! 

Selim. If, poſſibly, | 

You doubt my truth, name ſome moſt ardent wiſh. 

Oront. What is there, worth a brave man'swiſh, but liberty? 
Selim. Poſſeſs that liberty: but, ere *tis given, 
Great warrior, know, tho* much your glory charms, / 
A ſtronger motive has engag'd me yours. 
Oront. Amaz'd, I liſten, and expect your tale 
Selim. Long ere the riſe of this unhappy war, 

When Siam flouriſh'd, and Palanco reign'd, . 

Led by deſire of knowledge, from Japan, 17 

My native clime, I croſs'd the ſpacious Eaſt, 

And, after various toils, and perils paſt, 

Arriv'd in Siam. 

Oront. Siam then was free! * 
Selim. Not diſtant far, from the Menandrian tow'rs, 

Your Monarch's reſidence, Tromaia's lake 

Extends its vaſt immenſity of ſurface 

You cannot but remember, that the way, 

'Twixt Azebar, and Ophis, forces travellers . 

To croſs that mighty Jake. | 
Oront. I know it well. $1 + 
Selim. Embark'd, and, yet, in fight of land, a ſtorm . 

Roſe, on a ſudden ; toſs'd us mountain-high, = 

And bulg'd our driving veſſel on a rock: | 

All periſh*d, but my ſelf, reſerv'd by Heav'n 

For your deliv'rance; void of ſenſe or motion, 

The pitying ſurges caſt me on the ſhore ; 

Chance led a folitary old man thither, 


Who 
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Who bore me to his homely reſidence: 
All nature was his ſtudy ; and he knew 
More than plain ſcience taught : for he was read W 
In the myſterious book of dark futurity 8 
Oront. Ha! ſay'ſt thou? dark futurity ? where dwelthe 
Selim. Have you not heard of Thrucra's famous hill) 
Oront. I have. 
Selim. Some two leagues Eaſt —— 
Oront. Hold! for I dream 
Or I The houſe ſtood ſhelter'd, did it not, 
By ſeven tall, aged palm-trees ? | 
Selim. Juſt ſeven ſuch. 
Oront. Ye Pow'rs! let me, ſtill clofer, chaſe my wiſh; 
Mark if I err.*T was northward from the brow 
Of a wild precipice, immenſely horrible, 
And painful to the fight ! the curdling blood 
Chills in his heart, who treads the dang'rous cliff 
For, from th? out-jutting top, a dreadful ſteep 
Falls many a mile direct: the dizzy eye 
Akes with contraction, and grows dim, in vain, 
To ſearch th* unſounded bottom. From a cave, 
Which, many a fathom low, gapes, black, and diſmal, 
A ruſhing river, rolling headlong down, 
Daſhes the ſounding rocks, with deaf'ning roar! 
The ſtarting traveller, miſled by chance, 
Stands in the wind, and trembles to look down 
Upon the vaſt variety of horrors ! | 
Selim. Something like this —— | 
Oront. But like? Oh, hear me on 
For ſure my hopes have reaſon ! To the Eaſt 
The proſpect ſoften'd : croſs the ſhining lake, 
A diſtant glimmer from the waking ſun 
Gilds the bright domes of Menan's palaces : 
And, to the Weft, beneath a hanging hill, 
Two verdant meadows ſtretch their flow'ry boſoms, 
Whoſe graſſy ſkirts meet o'er a winding rill, 
Which ſweetly trickling thro* th' entangled ſpires, 
Creeps ling' ring on, pleas'd with the ſoft obſtruction. 
Selim. 


he? 
Il? 


And, now I call to mind that ſtart of rage, 
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Selim. The man himſelf ——— | 

Oront. Ay, ſay ? the man himſelf 

Was grave, but not reſerv*d ; was it not fo ? 
Short was his beard, and ſpreading: Grey with years ; 
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His eyes look d ſoft with his humanity; 
Deep wiſdom ſate on his unfurrow'd brow, 
Majeſtic, without ſtate: his tone of voice 
Was gently piercing ? 
Selim. Right 
Oront. And his name? 
Selim. Agarthen. 
Oront. Poor, as you ſaw that good, that humble man, 
He was Orontes' father 
Selim. Well I know it; 
And thence my purpoſe ſprings. 
Oront. Oft, full of tears, 
His venerable arms enclos'd my neck ! 
When, laſt, he preſs'd me to his knowing boſom, 
My ſon, ſaid he, thy fortune will be great, 
But greater far thy toils ! Retire, with me, 
And thou art happy ! But the world requires thee, 
Why ſhould I ftrive againſt the will of Heav'n ? 
I wonder'd at the darkneſs of his words, : 
Nor thought, that all he ſpoke, was inſpiration, 
Selim. Bur liſten; I have wander'd from my purpoſe « 
Recover'd by his ſkilful charity, | 
[ urg'd him to propoſe ſome fit reward; 
The time will come, ſays he, when my Orontes 
Shall owe to you, what now you owe his father ! 
Be grateful, and be bleſt ! Then he preſag'd 
The preſent honours I poſſeſs in China : 
And much he ſaid of you; and much of Siam: 
Let it ſuffice, at preſent, that I tell you, 
This is the lucky hour, that he foretold. 
Orent. But, ſaid he nothing of the fair Ipanthe ? 
Selim. You name Ipanthe with a zeal, like love 


Which, 
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Which, lately, burſt the bars of- your great foul, 
I ſtand confirm'd. 

Oront. Alas! my humble Giri 
Forbids that high prefiimpticn ! 2 

Selim. Great and brave, 

You owe that glory to your own deſert, 

Which others meanly borrow, from a race 

Of rais'd forefathers. Come, I know, you love, 
And Selim ſhall aſſiſt you to deſerve her : 

I hazard life ; 3 but what is life, compar 'd 

With virtue $ Charms ? The raging Emperor 
Sent me, ev'n now, with orders to your keeper, 
Sizanger, captain of the royal guards, 

That he, on pain of death, ſhould ſuffer none 
To ſee you: but it happens luckily, 

That he has ſomething to impart, of moment, 
And is, by my appointment, to diſcloſe it 
Anon, without the gate; where a lone vale 
Secures wiſh'd ſecrecy: you in his abſence, 
Obſerving well th' inſtructions I ſhall give, 
Eſcape, diſguis'd ; nor leave the lov'd Ipanthe, 
Now on the Weſtern ſide of this ſtrong tow'r. 

Oront. Some unknown Pow'r, propitious to her vows, 
Has bleſt expecting virtue] Gen'rous Selim! 

Grow to my boſom : let this ſtrict embrace 
Engraft thee on the ſoul of thy Orontes. 

Selim. We ſhou*d be cautious : buſy ears may catch 
Our voices; we may talk, with far leſs danger, 
Under the covert of yon friendly gloom : 

There, I'll diſcloſe the depth of my intent; 
And lift your hope, at once, to love, and Siam. 

Oront. From this auſpicious hour, let none, but men 
Who merit miſery, deſpair of bliſs! 

Small ills alarm not thoſe, who rule above; 
Moſt like a god, a god aſſerts his pow'r: 
When man's too feeble ; when no eye, but Heav'n's, 


Can picrce the gloomy circle of our woe ! Exeun. 
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SCENE, another part of the Priſon. 
Ipanthe, Omalco, and Zarodin. 


Omal. L dare no longer urge rejected love, 
Obdurate ſilence ſpeaks reſolv'd diſdain! 
The pain you give me, wou'd, indeed, be pain, 
But that you give it me!] by you inflicted, 

The cauſe, that makes it mighty, makes it mild. 
Iluſtrious maid ! I ſhall no more preſume _ 
To'vex your ear with my unmoving ſorrow ! 
Unworthy, I forbear to hope in vain. 

Zarod. No want of worth ſhou'd bar a lover's plea: 
Such modeſty is guilt, where women judge. 

Were equal merit to the object lov'd, 

Requir'd from ev'ry lover, then, how bold, 

How blind, the man, who durſt addreſs Ipanthe ! 

But I read mercy in that lovely frame ; 

There dwells a foft divinity about you, 
Which moves, at once, your vot'ries to adore, 
And you, to pity |! | 

Omal. Zarodin, you err! 
That gentle breaſt, warm as it 1s, with pity, 
Is cold, and chearleſs, to the foes of Siam : 
Her country's ruin, and her father's death, 
The guilt of conqueſt, and the chance of war, 
Draw down the vengeance of her hatred on us ! 
Zarod. I wiſh, the fatal war had never been, 

Or been leſs bloody ; but Ipanthe, then 
Unknown, was unoffended : had your charms 
Oppos'd our armies, what your father's ſword, 
Succeſsleſs, fought for, had been gain'd by you, 
And Siam had not falln. —- Nay ! why theſe tears? 
You wou'd upbraid us, that you loſt a father: 
The conqu'ror of that father has two ſons, 
And both devoted; you may chuſe your victim! 
: Omal. From thedark ſhades,which hold your father's ghoſt, 
If yet his ſpirit wanders, or whate'er 
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New 


He will look back with joy, to ſee Ipanthe 
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Fill his forſaken throne! This cannot be, 
But, with a partner, of Chinzan race; 
Let that reflection move you Wretched Siam 
Weeps tears of blood : thoſe tears your pity dries, 
And your loſt country, thus reſtor'd by you, 
Will bleſs the charitable love, that ſaves them. 

Ipant. Won by the force of reaſon, to reflect 
On my loſt freedom, and the means, propos'd 
To ſeat me in my mighty father's throne, 
I bluſh to tell you, time, wie may move me; 
But thoughts, like theſe, ſhou'd, ſtill, be Now of gromth 
Nor ripen, raſhly, into fix'd reſolves | 
Warm'd by reflection's beams, they ſpring, in ſeaſon, 
And reach maturity, by juſt de rees; 
Nor have I yet inform'd you, that Ipanthe 
Has ſet a price upon her worthleſs love, 
I fear, above your bidding ! 

Zarod. Name that price — 
It cannot be too dear, if life can buy you. 

Omal. The toil looks tempting, in a brave man's eyes, 
Which leads to the reward of love, or virtue. | 

Ipant. Young, and without experience how to judge 
Of artful man: I know not which to name 
But, ſince I muſt impoſe, on him I chuſe, | 
A dang'rous tryal of pretended paſſions, 
It ſhall be him, who dares do moſt to ſerve me. 

Zarod. *Tis I. 

Omal. *Tis I. 

Ipant. Nay ! both it cannot be. 

Omal. What Zarodin may dare, himſelf beſt knows; 
But this he dares not —— 

Zarod. Dares not what, Omalco? 

Omal. Out-dare a brother, in the cauſe of love. 

Ipant. Princes, forbear. Diſputes, like theſe, are vain: 
Wou'd you convince me of ſuperior worth? 


This fair occaſion ſhall be giv'n you both: 
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A wretch has injur'd me, beyond expreſſion; 
But vengeance dwells not in a woman's hand! 
Were I to lay the crime before your view, 
The crime, which you muſt needs confeſs, moſt black 
Moſt horrid z moſt incapable of pardon; ; 
Fird with an indignation, worthy love, 
What wou'd you do to right me? 
Omal. All, that man 
Can juſtify, to virtue, and the gods. 
Zarod. I gueſs th* offender —and, he juſtly dies: 
Juſtly ; tho? much, indeed, his glories merit; 
Affronted by a love, ſo far beneath you, 
What cou'd you, leſs, decree ? 
Ipant. But, he's a man, | 
Who will not fall with eaſe, nor unreveng'd: 
His courage, great, and dreadful as his crimes : 
No common hand can execute the deed ; 
Danger goes with it! But you both are bold, 
And, doubtleſs, oft have ſeen the face of death, 
When dreſs'd in all her terrors. You have ask'd 
Ipanthe's heart: Jpanthe's heart muſt now 
„ Be ſold, not giv'n: the price, this, this, muſt pay. 
[ Draws a dagger, and throws it at their feet. 
He, then, who bravely ſtrikes the deſtin'd ſteel 
Through the vile breaſt of this offending man, 
Is beſt entitled to Ipanthe's love. 
Zarod. Whoe'ꝰ' er the man, oh! that the love wasZarodin's! 
Omal. Ipanthe's enemies are mine; her foes 
Are foes to virtue, and muſt fall, unpitied. 
[A/ide.) The brave Orontes muſt not fall unheard, ö 
He cannot, ſure, deſerve ſuch puniſhment ! | | 7 
'S3 And, yet, the mild, the merciful, Ipanthe "i 
Decrees his fate! How can he, then, be innocent? 
She wou'd not puniſh in another's breaſt, Y 
What makes her own illuftrious ! *Tis ſome guilt 1 
1: Beyond my gueſſing - But whatever ſin b 
Her ſentence has condemn'd— I'll think no more 1 
The taſk be mine . | 4 
ich 225 Zarod. A 
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Zared. No! be it mine, bright maid. 
| Both ſtoop. together for the 1 
pant. Hold! ere you ſeize the fated weapon, Iwear, 
Swear to be men, and uſe it in my cauſe. 
Omal. Secure, that nothing, which you dare command, 
Will make obedience guilty. As a proof 
Of my unweighing love, Omalco ſwears ; ; 
By thoſe two Pow'rs, whom, moſt, his ſoul invokes, 
He ſwears, by Love,. and Thee : 
Zarod. By the great throne, 
My royal father fills ! 
Omal. By Heav'n's bright eye, 
Yon rayous ſun !- and the fair moon his ſiſter 1 
By all the twinkling train of ſtarry gods, 
Which {mile on China! _ 
Zarod. By all theſe, I ſwear, 
He dies, whom you ſhall name. 
Omal. By me. 
Zarod. By me. 

Omal. Now, name the man. | 
Tpant. Wretches! ——You call him father. — 
Why ſtarts your courage? Is your love ſtruck dumb? 

That, ſpeechleſs, you receive my firſt command? 

Whither is all your boaſted paſſion fled ? 

Your wond'rous darings? Are your oaths in China, 

Looſe as your laws? Cool your great flames already? 

Preſuming men! Vain of your bloody trophies, 

Did you believe, a woman cou'd be charm'd 

With murder ? and reward her proud deſtroyers ? 

Away—be gone— |! Slave, as Ipanthe is 

She cannot bear your inſolence of love. [Exit Tpanthe. 
Omal. Trembling, I wake, as from ſome ſhocking dream, 

Oppreſs'd with horror ! All amaz'd i and wild 5 

And doubtful, if my ſenſes yet deceive me ! 

O, Zarodin ! why lov'd I this Ipanthe ! 

How cou'd that ſpotleſs form conceal a mind, 


So ſtain'd w.th cruelty ? Forgive, ye Powers, 
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The need ful breach of my tremendous vow ; _ 
Nor call it guilt; which ſaves me from ſuch fin ! 

Zarod. Miſled to ſwear, I trouble not the gods 
For needleſs pardon : ——*tis enough, for me, 
To know my ſelf diſdain'd, —- Scorn'd, I can ſcorn ; 
Let puling lovers ſigh a dull deſpair, _ 


And double-arm their 1dol's vanity ! 


Weak is the wretch, who dreads the female thunder |! 

Which roars indeed; but has no bolt to ſtrike with. 

Diſdain's a fancied ill : no woman's rage 

Is worth a man's regard, who loves diſcreetly.[ ExitZarod, 
Omal. Farewell, remembrance of miſtaken beauty : 

[ lov'd her greatly! Love does wond'rous things, 

But cannot make me parricide, or traitor, 

Unhappy as I am, I'm innocent ; 

And that ſpeaks peace to my afflicted ſoul : 

This loſs is gain! ſince her unpitying heart 

Is ſwell'd with rage; and ſteePd with fierce diſdain. 

Yet, ſhe is heav'nly fair! hid o'er, with charms! 

Through ev*ry feature ſhines enchanting grace 

A ſofter ſoul had made her all divine. [Exit Omalco. 


Enter, on the other fide, Orontes. 


Oront. As I approach the object of my hope, 
My fear comes on me ! Still this cloud of love 
O'erſhadows reſolution |! | 


Ipanthe re- enters; and ftarts at ſight of Orontes. 


Royal maid ! 
Start not : Nor wonder, that you ſee Orontes 
Free, and unguarded : Heaven looks kindly now,; 
And Siam may, once more, erect her head. 
Ipant. Oh! Earth! and Heav'n! if thou canſt quit the 
Of virtue, and the toilſome paths of honour, [cauſe 
Who will, henceforth, unwearied, tread them more ? 
Fortune, and liberty, are mighty bleſſings : 
Bur, oh! too dearly ſold, when virtue buys them! 
Cou'd I have thought, Orontes wou'd be tree, 
Tot. I; N To 
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To plead the cauſe of thoſe, who ruin'd Siam ? 
Oront. Guiltleſs, I tremble, at the black idea 
Of that deteſted crime, which thou, bright maid, 

So little knowing, doſt ſo well deſcribe. 
But, wrong me not :—Orontes brings you news, 
Will better pleaſe you; I am, doubly, free 
The mighty heireſs to Palanco's throne 
No more a ſlave, her Siam ſhall not fall, 
Ipant. Were there the fainteſt ray of diſtant hope 
For theſe unlikely, too unlikely, joys, 
I might, perhaps, forget your late offence, 
When, rudely, you infulted my condition ; 
And, publicly, declar'd affrontive love. 
Oront. It 'tis a crime, to love, how great my guilt ! 
I'd kneel for pardon, were repentance poſſible 
But, force me not to aggravate my fault, 
By breach of vow ! If I ſhou'd promiſe you 
No more to act this dear, this tempting crime, 
That promiſe were, itſelf, a greater ſin. [yay 
Had Heav'n ordain'd, that none but Kings ſhou'd love 
Heav'n had not bleſs'd a low-born wretch, like me, 
With eyes to fee your beauty; or a ſoul, 
To taſte that excellence, which ſhines within you! 
If, being lowly born, diſgraces worth, 
Where is the call to virtue ? Race, and name, 
Are but the equipage, and noiſe, of honour : 
The truly noble are not known by pomp ; 
But inborn greatneſs, and diffuſive good. 
Trace boaſted anceſtry to its firſt riſe, 
And ſtart, to ſee pride's humble origin 
The honeſt herdſman, who begot a ſon, 
Whoſe ſon uſurp'd a crown, had frown'd with ſcorn, 
And gen'rous indignation, to have known, 

His titled off- ſpring e' er ſhould bluſhto own him 
pant. Forbear theſe uſeleſs arguments: and know, 
When time ſhall ſerve, I need not be inſtructed 

To piace a proper value on deſert. 
A priſon ill becomes a theme like this; 
And, while I wear theſe chains, to urge deſires, 


You 
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You durſt not aim at, or conceal'd, before, 
Looks, not like love, but inſult.— Or my hope 
Miſled my apprehenſion, or, but now, 

You told me, Siam ſhou'd again be free; 

So great, ſo glorious, an attempt, once crown'd, 
Entitles you to name your wilh'd reward. 

Oront. I will not give that wiſh'd reward a name, 
Till 1, fo, claim it Soon that ſmiling hour 
May come ! for great Cambaia's monarch frowns 
On China's fortune: and the ſtrong Pegu, 
Trembling with apprehenſion, feels the fate 
Of bord'ring Siam: both, with joint reſolve, 

Arm, in alliance, and prepare for war : 

Nor are your ſubjects otherwiſe ſubdued, 

Than, as they want a head: they look abroad 

And emulate their warlike neighbours hopes : 
Already are the wafted enſigns rais'd ; 

Proudly they curl, and wanton in the wind, 

And fan the marching ſquadrons, from a-far 
The drum's hoarſe ſummons, and the trumpet's call, 
Are heard, delightful : the rows'd elephant 
Rears his huge trunk for battle ; grins with wrath, 
And inly ruminates the promis'd ruin. 

The ſprightly ſteed, pricking his warlike ears, 
Starts, at the ſhrill alarm, ſnorts, and blows wide 
His ſmoaky noſtrils; ſtamps, and foams, and paws z 
And trembles, with the rage of expectation | 

Fiercely he throws aloft his high-arch'd neck, 

Wild, and unbent; and, while the whiſtling wind 
Plays, gaily dreadful, through his quiv'ring main, 
Bounds, without rule, and neighs along the field. 

Ipant. This active genius of the ſtates, yet free, 
Serves but to whet my ſenſe of ſlavery 
I wou'd not hear, what others do, to fave 
Their country, but what means are left for me, 

For me, and Siam 

Oront. *Tis for that, I live. 

Fre yon diminiſh'd moon has fully wan'd, 
Ipanthe, free as air, ſhall ſee Orontes 
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Lead on her rally'd armies, to aſſert 
Recover'd freedom, and her right to reign. 
I cannot, now, at large, relate the cauſe, 
To which we owe this fortune; but the Eunuch, 
Who, next the throne, rules all — 
Tpant. What! honeſt Selim? 
Oft, fince I firſt became a captive, he, 
Full of humanity, and noble virtues, 
Has ſought occaſion to oblige, and comfort me. 
Oront. Ere many moments paſs, he will be here, 
And you are free. Burt he has wiſely caution'd, 
That we ſubmit our perſons to diſguiſe ; 
Leſt chance betray our hopes: the road we take 
Is full of dangers: to this end, he brings 
An ointment, which will ſtain me to the hue 
Of a black Æthiop. That enchanting form 
Muſt change its proper ornaments, and wear 
A man's appearance, Give ſucceſs, ye Pow'rs 
To this attempt; and who ſhall dare, henceforth, 
Deny your influence o'er the world below ? 
Tpant. Till I may be, at large, inform'd of all 
The ungueſs'd cauſes of a turn, ſo ſtrange, 
J will content my ſelf with ſilent wonder; 
And bleſs the gods, unknowing ! 
Oront, Let us expect, within, the near return 
Of friendly Selim; while I, there, unfold 
The plan, "which Heav'n has form'd to make you happy; 
And, if, amidſt the interrupted tale, 
F orgetful, I offend your ear, with whiſpers 
Of ſomething, foreign to the purpos'd theme, 
Will you not promiſe me, to pals it by, 
And call it tranſport ? Will you quite condemn me, 
If I preſume to beg, that, being tree, 
You will permit the wretch, who gave that freedom, 
To wear your chains, and call himſelf your ſlave ? 
Exit Ipanthe. 
Forgive, grave Pow'rs, who rule yon azure plains, 
If untim'd love unfiniſh'd olory ſtains ! 
Our golden hopes are burniſh'd by deſire, 
And all life's droſs melts down, before love's fire, 
End of the Second AF. 
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SCENE, the foot of a hill, near the gate of the city, 
with a proſpect of a cave. 
Enter Selim, and Sizangar, 
Selim. HIS muſt not be! time ſhou'd be gain'd 
[Afide.] for thought | | 
Sizangar, I approve your good deſign : 


Where ſecrets, of ſuch conſequence as this, 
Lodge in a ſubject's breaſt, not to diſcloſe them 
Were paſſive treaſon. Is your letter ſent ? 

Sizang, Wile Sir, it is. The Emperor receiv'd, 
And read it, ſeem'd ſurpriz'd ; and bade me come 
At cloſe of day, and I ſhou'd be admitted 
To ſecret conference, in the royal cloſet. 
| left the preſence ſtrait; and haſted hither ; 
Impatient for your counſel, how to act. firſt, 

Selim. Twas wrong: I ſhou'd have been advis'd with 
Ere you had giv'n that paper. (Guide me, Heav'n 
To find ſome ſwift prevention of this ill!) 

They ſay, Sizangar, when Caimantha, firſt 

Was baniſh'd, you attended her; I think, 

| never heard her ſtory perfectly; 

As it relates to this unhappy man, 
'Tis needful I ſhou'd know it.— This gains time 

Sizang. My Lord, Iam well vers'd in all that tale, 
And will, at large, inſtruct you, —When Caimantha 
Was firſt made Empreſs, ſhe engroſs'd the heart 
Of our great Monarch: and continued lov'd, 

Till, having borne the Princes, firſt Omalco, 
And then young Zarodin, ſhe grew at laſt, 
A third time pregnant : then it was, that Uncham 
Made that raſh vow, that if a ſon was born, 
Himſelf, who gave it life, wou'd give it death, 
N 3 Selim. 
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Selim. Ay! but the cauſe? Why made he that raſh voy? 
Sizang. Our Monarch, in his youth, was apt to dream, 
And, oft, his dreams were fatal. Thrice, one night, 
His fleep was broke, with the repeated viſion 

Ot hoary Charilac, the god of groves ; 

Three times the Emp'ror kneeling, aſk'd, what fate 

His reign ſhou'd end in? And, as oft, diſtinctly, 

The viſionary god, thus anſwer'd loud: 

« Curs'd for thy crimes, Caimantha bears a ſon, 
«* Whoſe proſp'rous virtue ſhall attain thy crown 
% And give thee death, deſerv'd by bloody deeds. 
Selim. The ſport of fancy 

Sizang. Yet, ſo much it mov'd him, 

That, publicly, he bow'd before the Sun, 

And made that ſolemn vow ; I told but now, 

At large, what followed : by a dead-born daughter, 

Which made the ill he fear'd impoſſible, 

*T was hop'd, his mind wou'd ſtrait recover eaſe z 

But Fate refus'd it; and, from that curs'd dream, 

Caimantha loſt his love; and grew more hated, 

Till he decreed, at laſt, her baniſhment. N 
Selim What place appointed he, for her reception? 
Sizang. Remote from China's coaſt, there lies an iſle 

Whoſe ſhores are waſh'd, by the Bornæan ſcas; 

Aſtran, I think, its name ; deſart, and wild | 

Fit ſcene of ſorrow ; and a ſeat for woe. 

Bound towards this diſmal iſle, with ſeven attendants, 

A ſmall, but faithful train: a proſp'rous gale 

SwelPd our ſpread fails; and, right afore the wind, 

We plow'd the toamy billows : till, one night, 

Sailing by moon-light, cloſe along the ſhore 

Of huge Sumatra's high, and rocky coaſt ; 

Far, in the Eaſt of Heav'n, appear'd a cloud, 

Of form unuſual : *twas, in magnitude, 

Like a young moon; an edge of angry red 

Glow'd round its duſky center: long we gaz'd ; 

And long twas motionleſs ; but, on a ſudden, 

Dreadful, it ſpread ; and darken'd all the ſky. 

A rattling 
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A rattling ſhow'r pour'd heavily upon us; 

And the ſea ſwell'd, with angry jealouſy, 

As if another ſea were emptying on him. 

Still, as the rain increas'd, ſo roſe the wind; 
And loudly whiſtled through our burſting fails, 
From ev'ry corner of the gloomy heav*ns. 

A thouſand tempeſts blew, a thouſand ways, 
And ev'ry ſingle tempeſt ſeem'd a thouſand. 

Selim. Methinks, I feel the ſtorm : 'twas, ſure, moſt 

dreadful ! 

Sizang. Above our frighted heads, loud thunder roar'd: 
Below, the yawning deep, out-roar'd the thunder, 
Now roſe th' unguided ſhip, above the hills, 
By which we fail'd : now fell, beneath their roots: 
Till ſhooting down a ſteep, a watry vale, 
Tremendous depth ! a mountain wave roll'd in ; 
O! horror ! after this, ſhe roſe no more. 
The helpleſs hull lay found'ring in the deep, 
When, by a ſudden glare of crooked lightning, 
Which, with a ſwift, a momentary flaſh, 
Darted diſtinction through the horrid gloom ; 
I ſaw the Empreſs graſp the tott'ring maſt ; 
And wildly ſtaring, with loud ſhrieks, implore 
Impoſſible aſſiſtance ; till the ſwee 
Of a huge billow waſh'd her from ber hold. 
I know not by what means, but, when the ſhip 
Was broke, I faſten'd on a friendly plank, 
And, ſcarce alive, was driv*n aſhore, and ſav'd : 
The only, who eſcap'd that horrid wreck. 

Selim. Unhappy lady 

Sang. Much I pitied her: 
And, had ſhe liv'd, the ſecret J diſcloſe, 
Had been a ſecret ſtill. 

Selim, I love thy honeſty 
And, as I ſeek thy int'reſt, will adviſe : 

Methinks, thou ſhou'dſt not 


N 4 Enter 
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Enter Arbanes, with a file of ſoldiers. 


Arbanes. Sir,. the Emperor, 
Tranſported with a ſudden ſtorm of rage, 
Sent me to ſeek you: ſomething he has heard, 
Moves him unuſually ; and he commands, 
That we permit you not to waſte a moment. 
Sizang. What can this mean? [Ofers to go. 
Selim. Sizangar, ſtay. 
Arbanes. Great Sir, the Emperor's orders, 
Sudden, and fierce, oblige us, inſtantly, 
To bring Sizangar to the royal cloſet. 
And, as we left the court, orders were giv'n, 
That you, Lord Selim, ſhou'd attend him ftrait. 
| Exeunt Arbanes, Sizang. and Soldier: 
Selim. If 1 ſhould force his ſtay ? oh! *twould diſcover, 


Twou'd ruin all. O! Earth! _ Air! this day, 
This hour 


Enter Orontes, like a Moor, with Ipanthe, in the habit 
of a man. 


Orontes ! pity me. O] ſweet | Ipanthe ! 
I meet you not with joy, as I defign'd : 
I cannot now ſecure your wiſh'd eſcape; 
Swift danger interrupts my pious aim, 
And, *ſtead of ſaving you, I loſe my ſelf; | 
My ſon, my beſt lov*d ſon, is doom'd to die! 
Orontes. An Eunuch's fon ! 
Pant. Your fon ? What mean you, Selim? 
Selim. I am no Selim. Pity me, Ipanthe, 
I am a woman: an unhappy woman; 
My name Caimantha ; and the wife of Uncham. 
Tpant. The ſhipwreck?d Empreſs ! 
Selim, Shipwreck'd as I was, 
The gods preſerv'd me, for a woe more great. 
Oh! you have heard of Uncham's bloody vow! 


What 


— 
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What ſhall I do ? my tenderneſs deceiv'd him, 
He then was abſent ; warring with the Tartars. 
Help Heav*n ! I gave it out; and he believes, 
] bore a lifeleſs daughter twas a ſon: 
I hope, ſtill living Haſte, Orontes, with me, 
Thy valour, or thy eloquence, may ſave him. 
Haſte, ere he dies—-fly, fly, and as we go, 
Iwill informi thee | 
Orontes. But Ipanthe's ſafety ! 
How will that be expos'd ! 
Tpanthe. Amazement chills me. 
Selim. Amidſt yon rocks, obſerve a pendent tree, 
Which ſeems to over-hang the upmoſt cliff: 
Beneath its ſhade, you ſee a lonely cave; 
There lives a hermit, void of worldly cares, 
Old, good, and wiſe; tell him Lord Selim ſent you: 
Orontes, haſte. —Thither, when we return 
We come, to ſeek you. 
Ipanthe. Never, till this moment, 
Felt I ſuch inward horror ! 
Orontes. Royal Maid ! 
Accuſe me not that I neglect your ſafety, 
When I thus leave you, all expos'd to chance 
Humanity, and gratitude, combine, 
And, indiſpenſibly, require this abſence: 
But, if the Pow'rs 
Selim. O! waſte not time in monks 
The vaſt importance of the danger calls ; 
And only haſte to give me back my ſon. 
Orontes. Make to the cave; and, be the Gods your guide. 
[ Exeunt Orontes, and Selim. 
pant he. How ſhocking this! where we expected Selim, 
We find Caimantha ! thought is loſt in wonder 
Yon Heav'n alone, who knows the cauſe of all, 
Foreſees the dark event. But, ha! what haxards, 
May good Orontes, by his honour led, 
Run in a ſtrangers "cauſe ! What's this! feel, 
As if Orontes' danger mov'd me, more 
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_ *Tis pleaſant, to obſerve the buſy impotence 


Of Nature's meaning, that he broke his reſt, 


_ 


Than all the woman's fears, which juſt now, ſhook me ? 
Has my chang'd dreſs inſpir'd my breaſt with courage, 
Becoming what I feem ? Or, is it—— Heaven! 
What was I naming ?——yet, he's brave and great, Ent 
And, ſhou'd he fall, (I cannot aſk my ſoul 
That dreadful queſtion) what were life without him ? 

. [The Hermit appears at the month of his cavt, 

3 and comes down the hill, reading. 

The Hermit that! —— his venerable form, 
And that abſtracted ſanctity of air 
Declare him. Happy he! his humble fate 
Gave him no royal father to lament ; 
No ruin'd country to deplore ; no birth, 
To check his wiſhes ; and, perhaps, no wiſhes : 
He looks, as if he knew not what love means. 
He fees me not; and hark ! I think he ſpeaks. 


{The Hermit comes forward, 


Hermit, Ha, ha, ha 


Of mad Geography ! how like our world 

Is theirs ! the univerſe is all the ſame. 

The Eaſt, Weſt, North and South, united parts 
Of one prodigious brotherhood of folly. 

Why, what a pother does this flatt'ring wretch 
Make, with his Alexander! what was Alexander? 
A lucky thief, who, *ſcaping puniſhment, 

Grew proud of guilt ; and triumph'd in his ſhame : 
A man, who, ſcorn'd of wiſdom, courted fortune; 
And, wanting judgment, to diſtinguiſh dangers, 
Raſhly ſubdued *em: but fo ill a judge 


And made his own life wretched, for the pow'r 
Of giving others miſery ! Pray Heav'n, 
This Alexander's foul miſlead not Uncham |! 
| [ Exit Hermit. 
Tpanthe. He goes; the good, old man! PlI follow him: 
And, from his ſage diſcourſes, gather balm, | 
To cure the wounded quiet of my breaſt, 
| [Exit Ipanthe. 
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Trumpets within, 


Butter Omalco, and Zarodin, followed by a band of 
Soldiers. | | 


Omalco. Twas through this Eaſtern gate they ſaw*em paſs; 
Which way they bent is doubtful. Zarodin, 5 
What think you, if the guards aſcend the mountain? 
Zarodin. Twere proper; for the road that leads to Menan, 
Lies juſt o'erthwart its brow. 
Omalco. [To the Soldiers.) Command the horſe 
To form two bodies; one, let Arcan lead : 
The other, Saraphil : by diff *rent ways, 
Let em ſurround the Martabanian rocks, 
And meet at Ocris ; while, with heedful eyes, 
You climb, from cliff to cliff, and ſearch the hill. ; 
[Some Soldiers go out, and others aſcend the hill. 
It ſhocks me, Zarodin, to think Sizangar 
Cou'd prove a traitor ; yet, I fear, tis ſo. 
Zarodin. Twere moſt ungrateful! much our father loves 
him, | 
Or had not given Ipanthe to his care. 
But, tell me, by what ſtrange ſuſpicion led, 
Made you this great diſcovery ? 
Omalco. Oppreſs'd 
With ſad reſemblance of our dreadful vow, 
And painfully reflecting what ſhou'd move 
So black a purpoſe, in a virgin's ſoul, 
I trembled, at a ſudden flaſh of fear, 
For our great father's life: for women's paſſions, 
More violent than ours, and lefs controuPd 
By reaſon, hurry on; and, often find 
Prodigious means, to act prodigious ills. 
Shock d at the likely danger, I reſolv'd, 
Once more, to viſit the enrag'd Ipanthe, 
Thar ſo, if poſſible, I might diſcern 
Her true intention; but 1 found the priſon 
Unſtrictly guarded, and the priſoners fled ; Fr 
ct 
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Yet not ſo ſecretly, but they were ſeen : 
Purſuing them, I met you, at the gate, 
Reviewing, luckily, the Tartar guards: 
I ſent our father notice, and advis'd him 
To ſeize Sizangar. 
Zarodin. Haſte we, tow'rds the wood, 
Our horſes wait us there. Swift let us be, 
The leaſt delay in us, may give them ſafety. 
Omalco. Ha! Zarodin! the guiding gods have ſent 
Ipanthe hither. See! the artful maid! | 
*Tis ſhe. Love knows her through her weak diſguiſe, 
Zarodin. What bearded animal 1s that, who walks 
So near her ? | 
Omalco. *Tis the old Acandrian Bramin ; 
Whoſe virtues all men ſpeak of: ſtand we cloſe, 
Behind this jutting rock; ſo ſhall we hear, 
What they diſcourſe ; perhaps, Orontes follows. 


[T hey retire behind a ſcent, 


Re-enter the Hermit, with Ipanthe. 


Tpanthe. Tis wond'rous moving, father, all you fay ! 
Methinks, the world, inſtructed by your precepts, 
Might learn to judge of happineſs, like you : 

But you neglect mankind, and, living, thus, 
Retir'd, and lonely, few can ſee that worth, 

Which, ſeeing, all, perhaps, might imitate. 
Hlermit. Alas, good youth! thou haſt not learnt to know, 
That man is feeble, not averſe to virtue; 

For virtue cannot woo the ſoul in vain : 

But, indolent, and all enſlav'd to ſenſe, 

We ſee the pleaſure-baited hook of ſin, 

And, ſeeing, gape, to ſwallow it. We know, 
But, knowing, will not toil, to ſhun, the net, 
That bitter-hearted ſweetneſs ſpreads, to take us. 
Supinely thoughtleſs, all miſled by appetite, 
We judge things good, or ill, not as they are, 
Bur, as they quadrate with our wild deſires. 


-- 
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'Tis not the taſk of ſuch a worm as I, 
To influence the world, with ſenſe of virtue : 
Then only reaſon charms, when link*d with pow'r : 
Aw'd to attention by the laſt, the firſt | 
Prevails inſenſibly: but humble truth 
Wants height to be conſpicuous, midſt a croud 
Of tow'ring falſehoods, and the pomp of ſin. 
Stay, gentle youth, I lake my daily thirſt 
At yon clear ſpring, which, guſhing from the hill, 
Falls murm'ring on the grot, that lies below: 
The path is craggy; and I gueſs your feet 
Unus'd to rugged ways. I'll ſtrait return, | 
And lead you to my cave. [ Exit Hermit. 
Ihanthe. Charm'd by the virtues, which adorn this man, 
| grieve with ſhame, that I, ſo long, miſtook 
The pride of courts for real happineſs. 
Now judgment widens ; and J fee with ſcorn, 
That rich, and poor, the vulgar, and the great, 
Are falſe diſtinctions. Tis the mind alone, 
Shou'd give the man deſerv'd preheminence. 
'Tis ſtrange to think, how Heav'n diſtributes bleſſings! 
Had China's throne a good, great Monarch in it ! 
How happy were the nations he commands 
Inſtead of that, it bears a wretch, whoſe height 
Of ſtation ſerves, but to direct his eye 
To far-ſpread miſchiefs, and more wide oppreſſion. 
While, here, a man, whoſe virtues, on a throne, 
Wou'd bleſs the wretched, and make glad the world, 
Sleeps on a bed of ſtone; and drinks cold water 
Save me! ſurround me, all ye pitying Pow'rs ! 
(l Going out meets Omalco, and ſtarts back. 
Omalco. To try her ſtrength of ſoul, I'Il, yet, conceal 
That I diſcover her. Whence comes it, ſtranger ! 
hat you, a man, and arm'd, ſtart at a man? 
Ipanthe, Not at a man, I ſtart! I know not fear: 


But it ſurpriz'd me, in this lonely vale, 

To meet the mighty heir to China's throne. 

Omalco, You know me then! to me your perſon ſeems 
A ſtranger. 
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A ſtranger. Tell me, what you are; and why, 
Alone, and: frighted, as you look, but now, 
Tread you this craggy way ? 
Ipanthe. A friend to thought, 
And contemplation, oft, I thus retire : 
Muſe on the woes of life ; and ſhun the world. 
Omalco. I doubt, young man, thoſe thoughts are of 
employ'd, 
On themes illegal ; and I, thence, command you 
To follow me to court. 
Ipanthe. Command me, Sir? 
Your ſcept'red father has not pow'r for that; 
I ſerve not China: born in free Pegu, 
I boaſt a native liberty; a liberty, 
The man, who wou'd — muſt conquer firſt. 
Omalco. Thou wou'dſt diſpute it then ? 
Ipanthe. Proud Prince, I wou'd. 
Be thus convinc'd. [ Draus.] Orontes | if I fall, 
Thou wilt revenge me. Better die, unknown, 
Than be a ſlave, diſcovered. 22 
Omalco. Hold, brave maid | 
Forgive me, that 1 diſpoſſeſs your hand 
Of this ill-manag'd ſword. Thoſe killing eyes 
Have deeper wounded me, than this cou'd do. 
I know Ipantbe's lovely face, too well 
To be deceiv*d by dreſs. Thou cruel charmer! 
Why did the Powers, who made thy form divine, 
Not give thy mind a: ſoftneſs ! 
Ipantbe. Am I known ? 
And treated thus, by one, who, lately, ſwore, 
He lov'd Ipanthe ? Boaſt, unmanly wretch, 
Your mighty. courage has o'ercome a woman. 
But, thou art Uncham's ſon ; and, in that name, 
I call thee all, that all thy crimes deſerve. 
O! hadſt thou heard, but now, an old man's thoughts, 
Thou wou'dſt have trembled, to compare thy deeds 
With what thy deeds ſhou'd be. | 


Omalco, 
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Omalco. That old man's thoughts | 
| ſhall, at leifure, hear; nor hear unpleas'd : ; 
My brother ſeiz'd him, as he went from you ; | 
And leads him to the town. But, now, Ipanthe! 
Where is Orontes ? Lay aſide this rage, 

Which ill becomes your fortune, or your ſex : 
Forget the bloody view of your revenge; 
And, if I muſt not call myſelf your lover, 
Receive me, as the ſervant of your will. 

Thanthe. If, conſcious of baſe guilt, from me you fear 

The dire revenge, your father's crimes deſerve, 

Your fears are needleſs : vengeance is not mine, 

The gods will pay it : but thoſe gods have, now, 
Try'd you, by fair occaſion, to diſclaim 

Your father's vices; ſo, renouncing guilt, 

You ſhun their anger : wretched, and forlorn, 

You ſee a helpleſs orphan, in your pow'r. 

What hinders, but you give me back a liberty, 

Whole loſs can only gain you the reproach 

Of tears, in anxious bitterneſs of ſoul. 

By acting thus, Omalco proves his mind 

Gen'rous, and noble : all the world will join, 
To bleſs that hand, which makes the wretched happy. 

Omalco. Charm'd by the magic force of mournful beauty, 
| half forget, my father's life depends 
On her confinement. O diſſembling maid ! 

Remember, how your artful cruelty 

Miſled my paſſion to a bloody vow. 

How know I, but, even now, Orontes ſeeks 
Occaſion, to compleat your barb'rous wiſh ! 
Diſcloſe the place, in which he lies conceal'd, 
And, by my great forefathers awful names, 
Myſelf will ſet you free; and ſee you reign 

Ipanthe. Shall Siam's Princeſs ſell a brave man's life? + 

What greater villainy cou'd China do ? 
hame on your proffer'd grace ! load me with chains: 
And, that my woe may be, at once, compleat, 
laſult me, hourly, with your horrid love. 
PI 
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Pl bear it all, unmov'd. Orontes, free, 

Shall make you tremble; and revenge my wrongs. 

Ere this, beyond the reach of your prevention, 

He ſends his name before him; rowſes Siam, 

And arms the vengeance of an injur'd people. 

Now, lead your captive; and enjoy your triumph : 

J will not ſhrink from fate. Or, ſee, I'll lead 

The way; and bid my conqu'ror follow me. [ Exit Ipanthe; 
Omalco. How I admire this woman's haughty ſoul ! 

Curſe on the needleſs war, which made us foes. 

Theſe are thy trophies, O perplex'd ambition 

What man when he begins to practiſe ills, 

Can fix a point to end at? Siam's fall, 

Productive of a thouſand riſing woes, 

Gives China curſes; and Omalco ſcorn. 
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Wer". 
SCENE, the Emperor's cloſet. Sizangar alone. 


Sizang. HY thus delays the Emp'ror his approach, 
When with ſuch haſte, they brought me? 


| Something, ure, 
Of great importance, holds him. I propos'd 
To warn, and fave him, from the death, foretold, 
By his ſon's hand: *twas not a trifling offer 
All is not well! a filent check, within, 
Reproves my purpoſe : true; Caimantha, living, 
Rais'd me to all J am; Caimantha, dead, 
Shall I, fo rais'd by her, betray her ſon ? 
Baſe breach of truſt! She gave him to my care, 
And, it I now diſcover him, he dies. 
That's black! And yet, if I betray him not, 
He kills my maſter ; or the viſion lies. 
Well, be it as it will, *us now too late 


To 
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The conſequence can ne'er be bad to me. 

But, hark! he comes ! the cloſet opens; thus, 

Proſtrate, in low ſubmiſſion, let me fall; 

And wait my royal maſter's ſacred preſence. n 
[Kneels, and bows his forehead to the ground, 

e. Enter Orontes z Nil 2 a Moor. 

Games; This key was fortunate ! unhappy Lady! | 
Shock'd, and diſtracted, with a crowd of fears 
For her ſon's ſafety, the forgot to tell ne 
What country holds him; or his wretched name b 
Iſhou'd have known all this! yet, if the ring 
But ſtrikes his memory, I may meet ſucceſs. 

Sizangar! riſe. Caimantha ſends me to the. 

Sizangar. . ſtarting up.] From what ſtrange place, on 

what ſtrange errand bent, 
Comes thy black form? That dreadful x voice, which ſounds 
Caimantha's name, bids me believe thee ſent 
From thoſe dark regions, where the dead reſide. 

Orontes. Caimantha is not dead: ſhe lives in pow'r, 
Still to reward thee. Virtue claims reward; 

But thou art now about to caſt off virtue. 

Sixangar. Caimantha living! Moor, thou dream'ſt, alas! 
Theſe ſorrowing eyes, long fince, beheld her periſh. 

Orontes. Wreck'd, but not loſt; ſhe floated on the maſt, 
Till certain fiſhermen; whom Fortune ſent, - * 

To ſhare the terrors of that dreadful ſtormm 

Found means to ſave her, in their __— 3 
Unknowing her condition, at the 

To which they ſteer'd, they left og "She had Jewels, - 
Whoſe ſale procur'd her means, to live, diſguis' dz | 
And thirty rolling years have paſs'd away, | 
While, o'er the Eaſtern world, from ſnhore to ſhore, 
Under a Eunuch's borrow'd name, and dreſs, 

The roaming Empreſs ſought increaſe of knowledge. 


Szangar. Thou haſt amaz'd me! while I hear thee : ſpeak, 
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My curdling blood creeps flow; and life ſtands ſtill! 

Orontes. More to amaze thee, cloſely view that ring. 
Gives him a ring. 

Sanger. By the immortal Chiefs of heav'n! the ſame! 

When, in my maſter's abſence, (he had, then, 

Made that raſh vow) the Empreſs bore a ſon ; * 

And truſted me; then, but a hopeleſs ſlave: 

Take him, ſaid ſhe, poor infant! then ſhe hung 

O'er his ſoft ſmiles; and ſmother'd him with kiſſes: 

Take him : then wept; and look'd again; and cry'd, 

Here, take him, take the dear, the hapleſs babe, 

Unknowing, undeſerving, his hard fate ! 

And, in ſome diſtant land, preſerve his life. 

Give me a token then, I kneeP'd ; and gave 

This ring ; the ſame, ye Gods! I gave this ring, 

Whene'er, {aid ſhe, thou ſee'ſt this ring again, 

(For who foreknows events to come?) then, truſt 

The hand, which brings it; and obey my will. 


Orontes. And, doſt thou ot obey it? wilt thou, now, 


By one foul act, diſcolour the fair ſcene 

Of thy paſt faith? Caimantha's ſon muſt live, 
Or ſhe dies with him. Think upon the ſhock, 
All honeſt natures muſt ſuſtain, to ſee 

Such goodneſs periſh, by the means of him, 
Who owes his ev'ry bleſſing to her care 

Has ſhe eſcap'd the dangers of the deep ? 
Have barb'rous nations ſpar'd her, unoblig'd 
By her humanity, nor owing aught 

To her untir'd endeavours? and ſhalt ho, 

O] let it ne'er be ſaid ! ſhalt hu, diſtinguiſh'd 
From all mankind, and living but by her 

Proof of her grateful ſoul! ſhalt thou betray her 
It cannot be. I wrong thee but to think it. 
How wou'd thoſe ſtrangers curſe ſuch cruelty, 
Whoſe hoſpitable land, unknowing, ſhelters 
The royal youth! think, when he is betray d, 
How will thy ſullied name bear up, againſt 
A people's juſt reproaches ? 


Sizangar, 
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Sizangar. What means this? 
His ignorance in the perſon, ſeems to prove 
His tale a falſehood! but, the ring? by Heaven! 
All this is prodigy ! Inform me, Moor 
Who art thou? and how truſted with this ſecret ? 
Orontes. Death] have I time, to anſwer idle queſtions ? 
Perhaps, next moment brings the Emp'ror hither ; 
And, then, thou haft deſtroy'd Caimantha's hope. 
Sizangar. Villain! thou art ſome traitor to the ſtate ! 
But what, or why, I know not. | 
Orontes. Ha] have a care! 
And tempt me not too far. 
Sizangar. Yes, all thy ſtory 
Is forg d. Thou never didſt behold Caimantha. 
Orontes. Be the Gods witneſſes, that 
Sizangar. Slave! thou lieſt. 
The Empreſs better had inſtructed thee. 
She wou'd have told thee, that no foreign ſtate 
Shelters the royal youth, thou clumſy traitor ! 
Thou bungler in the doctrine of deceit! 
The Empreſs knew, that Siam, dotard ! Siam, 
Nouriſh'd her ſon: and were ſhe now alive, 
Her meſſenger had learnt, from her, to know, 
Sofala's tower, and not a foreign land, 
Shelters Orontes. 
- Orontes, Orontes ! | | 
Sizangar. Ves; her ſon Orontes. 
Orontes, O] day! and night! my mother? 
Amazement! has Orontes ſuch a mother? 
Preſerve her, gracious Gods! She ſav'd this ſon 
Twice ſav'd him! Shall that fon not ſave that mother? 
Sizangar. Wake I? immortal Pow'rs! the Moor, Orontes? 
What have I done! and what prodigious chance 
Has made this poſſible? My Prince ! your fate 
Draws pity from me. 
Orontes. Pity ! canſt thou name pity ? barb'rous villain! 
Pity the weakneſs of thy coward ſoul, 
And dare be honeſt, Hence, at once, with me: 
O 2 Th 
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The danger, which o erhangs my mother's life, 
Makes me impatient of a triſſed moment. 
Dare not deny to follow me. The Empreſs 
Gave me this key: by this, we may, unſeen, 
Eſcape the WI I ente de. Kerk! be comes. 

IA noiſe without, 
Wretch! W not . chat —— if thou doſt, | 
By all the Pow'rs, who puniſh vice like thine, .., 
Iwill not leave thee life, to act thy _ 


_ Emperor bent. 


Uncham, Bar faſt the palace- gates: double my g — 
On, Selim, to my cloſet; more of this anon. 
S72angar. What ſhall - * 
Orontes. Daran thy treacherous pay! 1 
Sizangar. I cannot. 
dare not go. I am too far engag' d. 
Life, either way, is hazarded: the danger 


L leſs, to tarry. 3 (Sizangar draws his fword, 
Oronteg. O! for lightning's ſwiftneſs! 
At once to blaſt thee. 7 by Nit: Siaangar falls, 


Live, my, royal mother! 


[ Orontes goes out, on one ide; and, on the other, 


enter Uncham, reading a letter, <vith Selim. 


Selim. | Aſide.] Sure, *twas the claſh of ſwords! O 


Heav*n ! he's dead! 
How comes it, that there was a cauſe for 3 
Uucham. Selim! this trifle has too long detain'd me: 
Why haſt thou tir d me with a long account, 
Of what Cambaia or Pegu, deſign, 
When matters of more moment, call'd me hither ? 
Where is Sizangar ? —— Ha] ye treach'rous ſlaves ! 


What mean this blood and murder ? 


Enter two or three Soldi mn and ſeem, Aeon * 


an n, By your great hren Sizangar here lies dead ! 


4 aw 


Unchain. 
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Uuc bam. Kill'd lin my cloſet | what prodigious treaſon 

Cou'd execute this deed ? | | 
Sizangar. ¶ not yet quite dead.) A ſon of yourgt!! © 2122's 

[ faint ! the conquer'd Siam Oh! my breath 

A woman puſh'd him on — that ſon, whom you —— 

Your life is next i cannot ſpeak—Oh ! Death! [ Dies. 
Selim. ¶ Aſide.] Tremble not thus, O heart, nor, coward 

Betray me, now the dreadful danger's paſt. bing,” 
Uncham. Confuſion !. dead? O live of thou haſt laid, 

Which of my ſons. I have but two! ye Sts! 

Unleſs my ſacrifices all were vain, | 

And I have idly bow'd to fancied beings. 

Reſtore him breath, to name the parricide ! 

Curſe on the unheard prayer! Ye villains, fly, 

Bring hither all, that boaſting art can do g 

Cordials, reſtoratives, elixirs, drugs; © 

And all the tricks, which, with pretended Kill, 

Phyſicians Practiſe, when they g gull mankind. 

For every moment's life I'll give a kingdom. 

It will not be! he ſtiffens, as he lies 

O! Earth, and Seas! what Pow'r ſhall I ieh 5 

Toend this half diſeover d tale of treaſon ? ade 
Selim. So much I tremble at the dreadful view 

Of your late danger, that my bending knees 

Can ſcarce ſupport the weight of my ſurprize. 
Uncham. Had he but liv'd, to * Aidan 

Or breathe, Omalco, I had deen reven 

And thence been ſatisfied: but, now, Tr know, 

The monſtrous crime, unknowing whom to puniſh. 

Have I bred vipers? wou'd they gnaw their way 

To empire, through the bowels of their father? 

Have they — but oh ! it is not they f *tis one, 

But which ? ſpeak Skies | and anſwer that, in thunder. 
Selim, Might I preſume ! Bur, be not t angry, Sir, 

If I offend : might I preſume to ſay, 

Perhaps, you heard not right, his broken accents ! | 
Uncham. Death! didſt thou ſleep? didſt thou not hoe 


him ſay 
O 3 A ſon 
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A ſon of mine? Ha! hell! reflection m 


Omalco! *tis Omalco ! he, but now. 
Preſs'd me, by letter, to confine Senger 
He preſs d me. For, ſays he, I much f 
He is a traitor ! crafty, practis'd villainl! 
Sizangar having ſent to beg admiſſion, 
Guilt taught Omalco fear. Had 1, ee 
Of ſending for him hither, ſtraight confin'd,. 
The faithful, the unhappy wretch, his death 
Had, then, been given, in private! failing there, 
He took this bolder method. Oh! *tis plain” 
Who elſe cou'd have a key to enter here? 
Only thyſelf; and theſe vile ſons. — 1 
Did he not talk of Siam? and a woman? 
Puſh'd by a woman? Ha !- fly to the tow wy 
And bring Ipanthe hither. _ 1 0 whe woes, 
Selim. Royal Sir, 
This man, hut now, brought me ſurprizing. news, 
That both Orontes, and the captive Princels, 
Are fled. But I, unwilling more to ftir-,' ' e 
Your too much ruffled mind, forbade! his meſſage. 
Uncham. Prophetic; heart] Who was 88 of note, 
To viſit, laſt, the captives? 
Arbanes, Ere Lord Selim 
Carried your royal order, both the Princes | 
Had been obſerv' d to paſs the inmoſt tow'r, 


el 


And ſeem'd diſturb'd, as they return'd, and penſive. 


Selim. | Afide.] Curſe on thy meddling, tongue, thou 
prating ſlave! 

Uncham. Enough! can there be fairer proof? ? Why, then 
Reſolve I not to puniſh ? Puniſh, whom ? 
Perhaps the guilty may eſcape ! perhaps, 
Neither is innocent! Both, ſay you? 

Arbanes. Both. 

Uncham. Wretches ! they come! O Gen of arrogance! 
They walk ere&! and carry, in their looks, 
An unconcern'd appearance ! 

Selim. Nature bends. 

3 I cannot 


J. 


* 


— 


Ot 
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| cannot ſtay, to witneſs the confuſion, 
Which theſe unhappy youths muſt undergo. 
[Exit Selim, 


Enter Omates* and er » with I et fill i in | Man's 
Mei abit, 


Omalco, But half ſucceſsful, in my duty's wiſh, 
Great Sir! I ſcarce approach you, fatisfied. 
hope, Sizangar's fate ; for both his pris'ners 
But now eſcap'd. We have not, yet, been able 
To find Orontes; but the—Ha! ye Pow'rs!_ 
What means this blood, amidſt the royal cloſet ? 
Zarodin. Sir! read I not diſorder in your look? 
Your colour comes, and goes: you knit your brow ; 
With earneſt teeth you preſs your royal lip ; 
And ſeem to labour with ſome inward pain! 
Omalco. Ye Stars who ſhine upon my father's throne! 


- Avert all ill! and bleſs his ſacred head, 


From bloody treaſon |! 
Uncham. Oat | thou praying villain ! 
Zarodin. Ha! what means this 
Onmalco. Defend his age from madneſs ! 
Uncham.What inſolence of guilt e' er match'd this ſcene ! 
Guards, ſeize 'em; and diſarm their impious ſides 
Of weapons, vow'd to drink a father's blood. 
[Guards ſeize the Princes. 
Zarodin. I'm all aſtoniſhment ! 
Ipanthe. . de.] Heav'n! have they then 
Obey'd me ? 'tis an unwiſh*d proof, of love, 
Unwelcome, and abhorr'd! 
Omalco. This ſword was never drawn, but in your cauſe, 
It, always, was obedient to your will, 
And thus I kneel to give it. 
Uncham. Touch not me. 
DefiPd, with black, unnatural, rebellion, 
And murder, in its moſt exalted guilt. 
Omalco. 1 cannot fathom what Fate means by this ? 
O 4 Uncham. 
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Uncham. Where is the curs'd Ipanthe ? for whoſe love 
You ſpurn the ſtricteſt ties of, law and nature? 
Let her be found; or, by the bluſhing Sun! 
You buy her ſafery, with the death you merit. 
Zarodin. Aſide.] Tis fit ſhe yet remain unknown, whate'er 
The cauſe or conſequence of. this may prove. 
Omalco. ¶ Aſide.] Amaz'd, and anxious 8 accus'd, 
And all unknowing,, whence this tempeſt rol Nr. 
1 look with pity, on 1 8 a 3 
And muſt conceal her. ; SEO: a the Een 
Royal Sir! if cer 1 5 
A partial impulſe. drew a father” J heart, © eb 
To beat, with tender wilhes, oer a ſon, 
Permit me to inquire the wond'rous caule 
Of all this rage? I ne'er offended you : 
When you commanded, I diſputed not; 
To me, "twas all ſufficient to obey. 
I never had a with that was not yours. 

' Uncham. Away! the frailty of an old man's fondneſ 
Wou'd cheat me to believe you—wrong'd, as I am, 
I ſcald, with ſhameful tears, theſe aged eyes ; 

Theſe eyes, which, had they clos'd before this day, 
And not borne witneſs to their maſter's ſhame, 
Had ſhut put mis'ry, and been bleſt with dell 
How are my promis'd comforts fled away 
The toil of youth is loſt! the laſt weak prop, 
Of ſinking age is fall'n! Oh! wrack of mind! 
How have tool'd my ſelf with fancied bliſs! 
How have theſe ſons made death a welcome thought, 
By hope, that when my life's ſhort glaſs was run, 
I ſhou'd ſurvive in them! that, with the fame, 
Their growing years wou'd gain, my memory 
Shou'd be reviv'd ! my name ſtill heard, with theirs ! 
Falſe, flatr'ring view! *tis loſt ! Cruel, and rough, 
To all mankind, to them I have been ſoft, 
and mild, as mothers to their erring babes ! 

Cmalco. If, from theſe tear 

Unchaim. O take em from my ſight! 


-- * * A e; 


In 
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In cloſe confinement guard em ſeparate. 
Till I reſolve — Furies reſolye on What! ? 
On what? hard Fates ! F 

Omalco. Let me at leaſt, e en uch e nl 
To aſk, who my accuſers are? 2 

Uucham. Away | xa 
cannot bear you! my epa FG 
Beats high with paſſion! and my boiling blood 
Riſes againſt your voice! away! be gone! 

[ Exeunt Omalco, and Zarodin, guarded. 
dees Tpanthe. Ha what art thaw and Dae 9 — here, 
At ſuch a time as'this? - + + | 

Ipanthe. ¶ Aſide.] What ſhall | ſay ? 

Uncham. Can'ſt thou not ſpeak >Whoſe daring inſolence 
Gave entrance to this woman-fac'd intruder ? 

Arbanes. I know him apts Nur when the Princes came, 
He follow'd in. 

Uncham. The Prints a Cine — * 365758 

. | 14 he guards offer to ſaineIpanchs, 
_ *» who draws a dagger. 

Ipant he. Villains, ſtand off] to ſlaves like you,my liberty 
Diſdains to bow: I dare inform you, Sir, 

Both what I am, and what | think you are. 

Uncham. How barefac'd, and how.monftrous is their ſin! 
They brought this boy-look'd traitor, as moſt likely © * 
To ' ſcape ſuſpicion — that bloody dagger 
Declares his errand. Death! the cowards ſtart, 

At a drawn weapon in ſo weak a hand! 

Uncham advances to Ipanthe, and ſeizes her. In the 
Aruggle ber turbant drops of; and ber hair falls 
looſe, over her ſhoulders. 

Idanthe. Thou had'ſt not foil'd me chus, 3 were I inſpir'd 
With equal ſtrength, and will. 

Uncham. O world of woe ! 

What do my eyes behold ? 

Ipanthe. A ſcene of milery | 
Which thy ambition and thy guilt have form'd: 

A helpleſs orphan, ruin'd by thy crimes, 9 
of 
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That none will wonder, when they hear 1 in China, 
Of things unnatural ! 
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Loſt to her hopes, made wretched 25 uy ſword, In 

And curſing thee in vain. | 9 Fo 
Uncham. Scarce can'it hes ſay, Al 

In vain l thy well-inſtructed' 1 W 


Contriv'd their murd' ring ſcheme, with matchleſs art 


But this they might have ſpar'd ! two rebel ſons 
Had been enough to kill a weak old man; 
A woman's help was needleſs! 

Ipanthe. When thy ſons 
Provok'd my injur'd honour, with a proffer 
Of love, deteſted, I propos'd thy death, 
As the fix'd price of what I ſcorn to ſell. - 
This tempted thy vile ſons to a vile deed : 
A deed, I tremble thus to fee reſolv'd! 
For, tho”, from me, thou merit*ſt death; from them 
The puniſhment of guilt, had been a guilt, 
Blacker than that it puniſh'd. But thy pride, 
And reſtleſs nature, mad with wild ambition, 
Regardleſs to encourage peace and virtue, 
—— bred ſuch horrid, and ſuch frequent crimes, 


Uncham. By all the Stars, 
She owns it! glories in her ſhocking guilt ! 
Life] what is life, ſubject to pains like mine 
Is this the ſtate we labour to preſerve ? 
And can we tremble when the doleful call 
Of death alarms us? On our day of birth, 
The diſmal mourning ſhou'd be worn; for, then 
Begins our ſcene of woe : but, when we die, 
The gayeſt colours of the painted ſky 
Shou'd be employed to dreſs us 
. Tpanthe. Let him muſe on! 
Wou'd he but rightly think, kind Heav'n, perhaps, 
Might let him ſee his crimes. But, oh! Orontes ! 
For thee I tremble ; where, alas! art thou ? 
Uncham. Iblame you not, Ipanthe, for your hate, 
I blame you not, for loving your loſt father. 


I make 
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1 make 2 n for your weak ſex: : H 
For your "freſh mourning, and your fall from ſtate. Dam 
All I would aſk, you, is, which of my ſons 
Was the raſh miniſter of your revenge? 
Ipanthe. I will not anſwer to ſo vile a queſtion 
When firſt Ipanthe ſtoops to tyranny, _ - 
Then, call her weak, then triumph in her fall 
Superior to her fate, feel how ſhe ſmiles!- 
Diſdainful of the ſtorm that riſes in the! 
Uncham. Ha!] thou ſhalt feel what tis to tempt my rage, 
They ſhall both die with thee and thy Orontes! 
5 HAlide.] *Tis as Lfear'd! Orontes 2950 my life 
Is grown below my care. 
| Tyrant! I ſcorn 
Thy threaten'd vengeance, When I panthe dies, 
Her pains will end, where thine will — begin. 
Pains? there are none can match thy ſov'reign due i 
Uncham. Death! lend me thunder, ſome controlling 
. Powr, 
Strike up, ſome. more than mortal war of ſounds, - 
And quell the never- reſting tongue of women; 
Silence, on forfeit of thy life, thy: clamaur,. 
And let my ſoul take counſel, [Stands muon. 
Ipanthe. Life is an endleſs warfare of the, mind! 
The ocean, made to ſuffer boiſt*'raus ſtorms, 
Enjoys ſome lucid intervals. of reſt ; 
Nor always carries furrows on its brow | 
But mortals, in their hearts, bear endleſs tempeſts ! 
Softer than Zephyrs, were my late ideas; 
The dreadful judgment, form'd by preſent doubt, 
Is bitterer than gall! than death more fear'd ! 
Uncham. It will not be! in vain reflection ſtrives 
To fix a ſingle guilt on either ſon ! | 
The more I think, the more diſtracting proofs 
Of a combin'd intention, ſhake my ſoul! 
To panthe.] Would'ſt thou but 5 my mind amidſt 
theſe doubts, 
I ſwear, by all that makes an oath moſt ſolemn, 


By 
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By Earth! by Heaven f and by yon glorious Sun, 
Who carries proofs of godhead in his face, 
To grant thee ev'ry pray*r thy ſoul can with. | 
pant be. Before I ſpedte' "ſuppoſe I ſhou'd ere, 
(Thy ſon's endeavours havifig fail'd ſucceſs)” 
Suppoſe, thy life, I of thy ſelf require ? 1 
Uncham. Of all thy blood y thoughts, moſt welcome this! 
Old as I am, I TS feared to de. 
Cou'd they be innocent, for either ſon, 
I wou'd reſign old age with youth*like joy 
Spring to meet fate, and blels thee for my denn a 
anthe. Whate*er thou would'ſt dender L wou'd 1 not 
ant. * 
Willing to die, tis therefore thou ſhalt livef 
Had I the pow'r to puniſh crimes 197 thine, 
I'd imitate the vengeance of a god; 
And give thee immortality for woe. 988 | 
- Uncham. Bear her to dungeons, Gatknits, chai ns, a 
death. Exit Ipanthe guarded, 
Let not my eyes, henceforth, be curs'd with wo man 
Thoſe ſoft deſtroyers of deceiv'd mankind! © 
By Heav'n! I'll fweep away tlie ſex from China. 
Unriddled once, they loſe their myſtic pow'r ! 
And only rule, and influence, while unknown. 
Search ancient ſtory ; look on modern time; 
Take woman from us, and 2 leave no crime. 


Enit. 


End of the Fourth Ad, 
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SCENE, _the Palace. 
Enter Selim, and Orontes, till diſguiſed. 


Oront. ND did he, ere he dy'd, fo name aſon ? 8 bo, 
Selim. He did, nor have I yet recalPd my 2A 
Which fled, alarm'd at the increaſing fear, [ ſpirits, £58 
And left me trembling, till his fainting voice 
Deny'd him utt'rance' for a tale ſo baſe. 
Oront. Never came death more timely, wretched ſlave! 
Thus may vile treaſon, ſtill prevented, fall! 
But the two Princes! Ha! my royal mother 
My guiltleſs brothers, by this chance betray'd! 
Selim. Help me, Orontes, for whoſe dear lov'd ſake, 
Expos'd a friendleſs wand'rer o'er the world, 2 
I've ſtoop'd to court the life, I elſe diſdainꝰd; 
Teach me, inſtruct me, to avoid this mis' ry, 
To ſcape this tempeſt, which o rewhelms my hope, 
And fave their deſtin'd innocence from death. 
Oront. Said you, from death? the Gods forbid the doubt, 
Selim. Now, by my ſoul, the raſh, the headlong man, 
Fierce paſſion's ſlave, enflam'd, and deaf to reaſon, * 
Deaf to the calls of nature, ſwore but now, 
Swore by an oath, like that, which made me wretched, 
That, neither owning guilt, they both ſhou'd die. 
Oront. And is it poſſible? Gods] is it poſſible, 
That he ſhou'd perpetrate this horrid deed? 
Selim, Not ſurer is it, that yon glorious ſun 
Shines on thy wretched mother. Poſſible? 
In his hot rage all ills are poſſible. 


Still, from his youth, impeètuous, as a ſtorm, 1 | 
Blind, and unweighing conſequence, he ruſh'd, | 9 
Headlong "3 
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Headlong he ruſh'd, and acted every with ; 


He never purpos'd ill, he not perform'd. 


Oront. What, if to ſave them from th* impending ſtroke, 
J fly, undreading, to diſcover all, 
And ſo prevent the danger? 
Selim, Heav'n forbid! 
So ſhalt thou fall, a victim to that rage, 
Thou wou'd'ſt, with impious aim, avert from them, 

Oront. What then can we reſolve? 

Selim. The Gods direct ! | 

Oront. Ol for a band of thoſe brave ſouls, who fell 
On Sagra's curſed plain ! then wou'd I on, 
Then wou'd I plunge amidſt his bloody guards, 
And force the brother pris'ners from their hands. 
| Selim. | Afide.) Oh! how this honour charms me! 
To him.] Were this poſſible, | 
The guiltleſs youths, in ſafety kept a while, 
Till reaſon's dawn breaks in upon his paſſion, 
All might perhaps be well. 

Oront. Ha ! by the Stars! 
The ſmiling Stars! the wiſh may be attain'd 
As Selim, you had pow'r to ſet me free, 
Be Selim ſtill, and uſe like means for them; 
Twice fifty choſen leaders came with me, 
The flow'r of Siam's empire! came with me, 
Copartners in my glories, and my ſhame; 
They ſhar'd my late captivity, all came, 
All bore unwilling part, and grac'd the triumph, 
Midſt whoſe inſulting ſhouts our conqu'rors led us. 
Oh! were but theſe made maſters of their ſwords ! 
Speak, royal mother ! may not this be done ? 

Selim, For ever bleſs'd be thoſe propitious Pow'rs, 
Which have inſpir'd thy courage, and thy aim ! 
The glorious taſk is to thy hand perform'd. 
By means of my authority; already _ 

I have ſet free the warlike Chiefs of Siam, 
And arm'd their valour for thy noble purpoſe; 1 
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Nor doubt I, by the plan, which I have laid, 
To win the Tartar captains to our cauſe 
They owe their envied greatneſs to my ſmiles. 
Haſte, follow me; your friends, by this, expect you. 
Oront. Genius of war! look down and bleſs my arm! 
| [ Exeunt Orontes and Selim. 


The SCENE opens, and diſcovers Uncham, Omalco, 
Zarodin, and Arbanes. 


Uncham. Command, that Selim inſtantly attend us, 
And bring, once more, that fiend of Siam hither z 
That female devil ! ' 4 [Exit Arbanes. 
Wretches] to call you ſons, 
Were to make nature ſtart, with ſtrong abhorrence. 
We ſhall confront you with your prize of murder, 
Your wiſh'd reward of parricide | we ſhall ! 
Once more, we ſhall, before we take a vengeance, 
Dreadful, and ſhocking, as your guilt, once more, 
With fainting hope, that it may yet be poſſible, 
Both are not black ahike, purſue the ſearch | 
Of which is moſt a villain, 
Omal. If that name, 
(A title no way fit for China's ſons) 
Can be deſerv'd by either, tis, at leaſt, 
Amidſt my miſery, ſome bliſs, to know, 
It cannot be Omalco. 
Zarodin. Cannot, brother ? 
I hope, to ſay it cannot be Omalco, 
Wou'd not infer, it can be Zarodin. 
Omal. I hope it cannot, brother. 
Uncham. Do not ſeek, 
By vile, equivocating, damn'd deceit, 
To hide a guilt, which, bury'd in the center, 
Wou'd ſhake the world with earthquakes, till diſclos'd ; 
Whoſe black contagion, hell, unpoiſon'd yer 
With ſo abhorr'd a draught, wou'd vomit up, 1 
3 0 
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Traitors! inhuman traitors! one of you 

Murder'd Sizangar in nor very cloſet. 
Omal. Sizangar, Sir? | 
Uncham. Nay, wretch ! deny it not, 

His lateſt gaſp affirm'd it; and your bane, 

Your devil, Ipanthe, who ſeduc'd you to it, 

Scorning your baſe compliance, has accus'd you. 
Zarodin. Now brother! can it be Omalco now? 

O] all ye Gods of China! can it be 

That he, this half myſelf, this Prince, this brother, 

So near my heart, ſo lov'd.! ſo ſeeming wiſe ! 

And ſo by me admir'd for various virtues ! 

Cou'd think his ſoul, bound by an oath ſo vis 

And offer duty up to barb'rous love ? - 

Uncham. *Tis, as I thought, Omalco: yes, thy letter, 
Monſter ! thy ſubtle letter, which advis'd, 

I ſhou'd confine Sizangar; that inſtructs me, 

That guides me; that confirms, that thou art he 

Immortal regents of yon blazing world! 

If you, as prieſts perſuade us, roll that thunder, 

Which can ſplit rocks, and ſhake the globe to atoms, 

Now let it roar, now, now, aſſert your juſtice, 

And ſtrike the guilty rebel to the center. 
Omal. Rage will have way, but if 
Uncham. Ha! dar'ſt thou ſpeak ? 

Huſh my vex'd ſoul to peace, with humble ſilence, 

Or thou wilt raiſe a ſtorm, whoſe dreadful fury 

Will tear thee from the baſis of my heart, 

And ſcatter thee upon the winds of vengeance. 

Omal. It, Zarodin ! thou dar'ſt ſuſpect my virtue, 
Thou oiv'ſt me cauſe to think that thine is feign'd ; 
For guilty men will ſtill judge others like them: 

Thou know'ſt, when firſt the cruel maid propos'd 

The horrid oath, I ſwore, with Zarodin'; 

Like him, deceiv'd, I ſwore ; but ſhock'd, like him, 

Flew, frighted, from the unintended vow. 


Unchem, Ha! was it ſworn? O bloody wretches! ſworn? 
Rage 
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Rage and diſtraction! what a thing is man! 
Who wou'd not be a beaſt, and drudge out life 
Beneath hard burthens, rather than be man, 
And marry, and get children, and be miſerable ? 
Boaſt we of reaſon ? curſe on the empty vanity |! 
'Tis but the want of hat makes brutes more happy, 
Amidſt their wretchedneſs, they cannot think; 
And, therefore, cannot feel their miſeries. 
Zarodin. Own it, Omalco, if thou haſt been won 
To follow blindly love's imperious call, 
Our royal father's mercy may forgive 
A fault, which not your will, but paſſion caus'd. 
Omal. Forbear, raſh youth, to tempt a backward rage; 
Nor charge my honour with a crime, that's thine, 
One ſon is guilty, and there are but two. 
: Zarodin. It muſt be you, for I am innocent 
Uncham. Now, by the peace of my forefathers ghoſts, 
You both are guilty, and you both ſhall die. 
Children! and ſons ! call you theſe Se Gods! 
Look on my woes, ye poor miſtaken fools, 
Who ſpin out wretched life in anxious toils, 
To leave your children happy after you 
Such are the comforts, which you vainly wiſh for. 
Theſe are the joys, with which fond hope deceives us; 
Theſe are the ends, which crown a parent's care. 
Let me forget, I gave theſe monſters being, 
And ſeek ſome vengeance, ample as my wrongs z 
So times to come ſhall ſay, when they report 
My miſeries, that, as no Prince e'er felt 
Torments like mine, none were like me reveng'd. 
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Drums, trumpets, and ſudden ſhouts without; and claſbing 
a of ſwords. 


Enter Arbanes haſiily. 


Arian. The Gods preſerve your life, imperial maſter! 
rn! Treaſon, prodigious treaſon breaks upon us! 
age Vor. I. P Unch: 
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Unch. What wou'dſt thou ſay | ? Why art thou pale, ang 
trembling ? 
And what imports this ſudden ſound of war? 
Arban. As on the guard, your faithful ſoldiers ſtood, 

Who keep the gates of the Sofalian tow'r, 

Sudden, and unexpected, came upon them, 

Arm'd at all points, and furious as a whirlwind, 

The captive leaders of the troops of Siam, 

Aſſiſted by ſome men of name in China, 

Some traitors moſt in truſt about your perſon. 

Unch. The Chiefs of Siam? 
Arban. The moſt fam'd, and dreadful, 

Of thoſe, who threaten'd, late, to ſhake your throne, 

How freed I know not, but with headlong rage, 

They bear down all oppoſers; and ruſh on, 

With force amazing, to ſome horrid purpoſe. 
Unch.Who leads them on? Saw you Orontes with them? 
Arban. No, not Orontes; but an unknown Moor, 

Fiercer than he, deals death with fatal hand, 

Rolling his eyes, ftretching his ſwarthy noſtrils, - 

And, with white teeth, hard biting his big lips, 

He looks, and dares, and does, beyond a man. 

Omal. Now, brother, now! the Gods have giv'n occaſion, 

To prove your boaſted virtue againſt mine : 

The guards, which lately watch'd us, at the call 

Of the ſhrill trumpet, fled to the alarm ; 

Let us not hold our liberty in vain. 

O!] that the army, we ſo lately led, 

Surrounded now, great Sir, your royal perſon! 

You, free from danger, I cou'd know no fear ; j 

But come, diſtruſtful Zarodin! let's on; 

*Tis eaſy here to prove, which ſon moſt loves 

His father's life; he, who defends it beſt, 

Can never be che traitor, he requires. Exit Omalco. 
Zarod. O! by my hopes of glory, bravely thought! 

My laviſh'd ſoul leaps high, to ſnatch the offer; 

J.cge me, dread Sir, by what I now perform, 

And if I act leſs —] in your cauſe 
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Than my proud brother, in this glorious trial, 
Be mine the puniſhment ; and his the honour. 
4 [ Exit Zarodin, 
Unch. This mock appearance of high virtue in them, 
Confounds me, more, than my new danger can; 
Arbanes ! ſwift as lightning, croſs the ſquare; 
And thro? the temple, bring to my aſſiſtance, 
The Zarian band, that keeps its holy entrance. 
Bie [ Exit Arbanes. 
f there be fire, in Majeſty provok'd, 
Theſe hoſtile ſlaves ſhall dearly buy the blood, 
The raſhneſs of their enterprize has coſt me. [ Exit Unch. 


Enter Selim, with Ipanthe. 


Selim, Thus, have I told thee all the great deſign, 
And ev'ry op'ning wonder, which produc'd it; 
Henceforth, Ipanthe ſhall not need to biuſh 
At the low birth of her belov'd Orontes ; 

The ſon of China's Monarch, will not ſhame 

Confeſs'd affection in the heir of Siam; 

Haſte, this way leads to an apartment, where 
Conceal'd, and ſafe, we may attend th' event, 
Till you are free for ever; follow me. 


1? 


Shouts, and claſhing of ſwords again. 


pant. Hark! how the diſmal noiſe of battle riſes ! 
The Gods preſerve Orontes! Gentle Empreſs, 
How are we ſure, amidſt this ſcene of Naughter; 
Puſt'd by his courage, high beyond example, 
He may not fall, a victim to his virtue. 
And make the fatal day for ever curs'd? 

delim. Fear not, fair Princeſs, innocence, and honour, 
Are the peculiar care of watchful Heav'n ; 
Uncham's raſh vow had elſe took place; and ſteel, 
Not love, had pierc'd Orontes? noble heart 
From this near window, which commands a view 
Of half the city, we may ſee what paſles 
Will you look out ? | 
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pant. Alas! my trembling heart 
Forbids me, with a fear, that ſomething fatal 
May meet my eyes; and curſe their curious wand' ring. 
[Selim goes to the Window, 
Tpant. Tell me, what ſee you? 
Selim. Tis not in my tongue 
To ſpeak the wonders, which my eyes behold ; 
Wide as the ſpacious ſquare, the battle ſpreads; 
Oh Gods! how truly dreadful is this ſcene ! 
One way the Emp'ror, raſh, and furious, ſtrides 
From death, to death; amidſt a ſhining crowd 
Of ſwords, and Jances, bent a thouſand ways: 
And now Orontes! (let them not meet, good Heay'n 0 
Orontes, follow'd by a glorious few, 
Ruſhes amidſt them; from his conqu' ring arm 
They fly! they open! ſee! where - e er he comes, 
There is no battle! ha! --— 


Loud ſhouting without. 


ant. What means that ſhouting ? 

Selim. From the Weſt corner of the ſquare, that joins 
To the near temple, ſwarms a ſudden aid; 
The Zarian band—I know them by their enſigns ; ; 
And now they join—— And now they cover all; 
Ha ! they ſurround ! help him, ye gracious Gods ! 
They hem him in. O! I can ſee no more ——— 
Happy art thou, whoſe fear forbade thy eyes 
The diſmal object Hark! the noiſe comes nearer, 
J hear them ent'ring; From a neighb'ring cloſet 
We mays unſeen, obſerve the fear'd event. 

Exeunt Selim, and Ipanthe, 


Enter Uncham, with Orontes's ſword in his * and 
Orontes priſoner, attended by Arbanes, and ſoldiers. 


Unch. I thank ye, Stars ! Immortal Sun ! I thank thee! 
Thou haſt, this day, ſhone kindly on my arms, 


And 
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And giv'n back youth, and glory. Brave Arbanes! 
Lead back the faithful ſoldiers, who have followed us, 
And ſearch, and bring to my glad arms, thoſe ſons, 
Thoſe matchleſs ſons, whoſe noble deeds, this day, 
Shame my remembrance; and upbraid their father, 
With falſe ſuſpicion of corruptleſs innocence ; 
Go, ſcatter the faint remnant of theſe ſlaves ; 
And bring their conqu'rors to my burning boſom. 
| Exit Arbanes, follow'd by ſoldiers. 
Unch. Now, tell me, thou black maſter of war's art ! 
Thou dreadful unknown enemy, what art thou ? 
Oront. J am a man, well pleas'd to hear you ſay, 
You wrong'd your noble ſons with low ſuſpicion. 
Unch. My ſons? why, what are my ſons wrongs to thee, 
That thou ſhoud'ſt feel a pleaſure in their innocence ? 
Oront. Whoe'er I am, and howe'er ſtrange it ſeems |! 
To free thoſe ſons, and ſave them from thy raſhneſs, 
Was the ſole end, for which my arms oppos'd thee ; 
Was the fole end, for which the foes of China, 
The gen'rous Chiefs of Siam, won their liberty; 
And have, ſo bravely, ſold their lives in vain, 
Unch. New wonders! Do wake? Thou talk'ſt in 
riddles, 
Oront. Bid your great ſoul be calm, and you ſhall hear, 
Unch. Ere thou go'ſt on, I charge thee, on thy lite, 
Speak, plainly, who thou art; 
Oront, You knew Sizangar 
Unch. Why doſt thou name Sizangar ? 
Oront. That Sizangar 
Was a baſe villain. " 
Unch, Well: ſuppoſe him villain ; heh: 
Thou can'ſt not be Sizangar ! 
Oront. No; thank Heav'n 
| was his puniſher. 
Unch. How ſo? 
Oront, I kill'd him. 
Unch. Thou? 
Oront. I, within thy cloſet, kill'd him, 
1 Unch, 
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Unch. Tis impoſſible ! 
Oront. Selim ſhall witneſs for me; honeſt Selim 
Abhorr'd a villain; ſee ! this key was Selim's. 
Unch. Did Selim give you entrance to my cloſet ? 
Oront. He did, 
Unch, What, cruſty Selim ? 
Oront. Eveh that Selim, 
Who always lov'd your peace; who ſought it always; 
But moſt in this; as you ſhall own hereafter ; 
When, free from paſſion, with unruffled brow, 
Patience ſhall lend you leiſure to attend it. 
Unch. J am ſo us'd, of late, to freſh amazements ; 
So ſwiftly, wonders dance before my eye, 
Cloſe treading on the heels of one another, 
That I ſhall ſtrait be fond enough to think, 
That this is poſſible. But hold! Sizangar 
Fell, by a ſon of mine; he ſaid, he fell ſo; 
Was he indeed a villain ? | 
Oront. A baſe one. 
Unch. Why, if he was a villain, he might lie; 
Brave, injur'd, pious ſons | I tremble now, 
To think, how I have wrong'd you; noble Moor 
Thou haſt brought comfort to me. V thou kill'dſt him 
I will not aſk thee now, ſpeak that hereafter. 
If by thy arm hedy'd, be thou immortal ; 
Take back thy ſword ; a braver hand than thine 
Can never graſp it; teach me to expreſs 
The joy thou giv'ſt me, and thou ſhalt be worſhipp'd 
In China, like ſome tutelary Pow'r ; 
But now, I was a childleſs, wretched man, 
And thou, thou honeſt Moor, at once haſt made me 
Again a father, and happy as a god ! 
Oront. I doubt not, mighty Prince! to make you happy, 
Mot truly happy, when you hear me further ; 1 
But more of that, when time ſhall 


Shouting again. 


Unch, 
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Unch. Ha! They come, bleſt ſons 
He, who eſcaping from ſome diſmal ſtorm, 
Meets, on the welcome beach, his deareſt friend, 
Whom, Juſt before, the waves had ſwallow'd down, 
Taſtes but a faint reſemblance of my joy 
Omalco comes! and faithful Zarodin ! 
My much-wrong'd ſons | both come to bleſs my boſom! 
To heal my galling wounds of miſery, 
And tell me with what pleaſure they forgive me. 


Enter Arbanes, Bloody. 


Unch. Where are my noble ſons? 
Arba. Oh ! Sir, they come, 

But 
Unch. But; what? immortal Gods! What wou'dſtthou, 

By that portending but? | 

Arba. No ſooner had you left the fatal place, 

But, with a ſudden, *high-redoubled, rage, 

The Chiefs of Siam, who, before, ſeem'd fainting, 

duſtain'd, and re-inforc'd, by fix revolters 

Who led a ſquadron of your Tartar guards, 

Fir d with revengeful fury, grew reliſtleſs 

And gain'd ſo far, on our diſhearten'd bands, 

That the brave Prince Omalco, beaten down, 

Amidſt unnumber'd wounds; and trampled o'er 

By crowding enemies Oh!] gueſs the reſt. 

Unch. Thou can'ft not, villain! dar'ſt nor, for thy ſoul, 

Say, he is dead. | 

Oront, The gracious Gods forbid ! 

Arba. The gen'rous Zarodin, who faw, from far, 

His brother's danger, flew to his aſſiſtance; 

ln vain a hundred ſpears oppos'd his way: 

Fierce as a hunted lion in the toils, 

He threw himſelf upon the pointed ſteel ; 

His ſword high-brandiſh'd o'er his princely head, 

And his eyes glowing red with breaking vengeance, 

vive me Omalco, cry'd the noble youth, 
- | 1 Give 
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Give me my brother, whom ] lately wrong'd 

With poor diſtruſt ; look up, my lov'd Omalco, 

And ſee thy Zarodin, in death, deſerve thee ; 

He wou'd have ſaid much more; but then, juſt then, 

A hoſt of lances pierc'd, at once, his boſom ; 

And all, that I cou'd hear, was, in low accents, 

Fate, father innocence — and, poor, loſt brother — 
Unch. Strike me, ſome thunderbolt, or I am mad! 
Oront. Oh! how has deſtiny miſguided all! 

Unch. Black, damn'd, deceitful villain, thou ſhalt die 
[ Draws and offers to kill Orontes, 
Oront. I will defend my ſelf, but hurt not you : 
Hear me, O mighty Ergp'*ror! hold! and hear me! 
I have a wond'rous ſecr& to diſcloſe. 
Unch. Curſe on my feeble arm! Arbanes! help me. 
[ Arbanes j8ins with the Emperor, and attacks Orontes, 
Oront. Nay then—Thou haſt no ſacred ſhield to guard 
thee. 
{ Orontes parries the Emperor, and thruſts 
hard at Arbanes. 
A ſudden ſhout. 
Arba. Great Sir, retire! the conqu'ring chiefs of Siam 
Enter your palace; fee ! they come, retire. 


Enter three or four captains of Siam, driving 
in ſeveral ſoldiers. 


1 Capt, Where is our Gen'ral ? Give us our Orontes: 
Oh! baſeneſs ! ſee! revenge, and victory 

All Capt. Revenge and victory! f 

[T hey ruſh at once upon the Emperor, and thruſt 
him thro with their ſwords, he falls. 

Oront. Oh! hold your bloody hands, miſtaken men 
What have you done? This raſh, this well-meant act, 
Has more than kill'd me, while it gives me life 

1ſt Capt. What have we done ? IS not the Emperor? 


Enter 
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ts 


Enter Selim and Ipanthe. 


Selim. Oh ſon! oh, why have chus the Gods un? 


done us? 
pant. Oh, my Orontes! guard my trembling . 


[ Ipanthe runs to Orontes; Selim kneels 


weeping over the Emperor. 
Oront. Oh, mother ! royal mother ! great Caimantha ! 
Fate has unravell'd wrong the plot we laid ; 
Unch. I have yet ſtrength, amidſt the pangs of death, 
To turn my eyes up at Caimantha's name. 
Art thou Caimantha ? 
Selim. *Tis my wretched name. 


Oront. Oh ! *tis too long a tale! Thus, on my knees, I 


Caimantha's ſon calls China's Monarch father. 

Unch, I gueſs the wond'rous ſtory | All-juſt Gods q 
How vainly man wou'd ſhun, what Heav*n reſolves ! 
The viſion is too fatally fulfill'd! | 
The puniſhment is juft ; I thank you, Heav'n ! 

[ have a ſon yet left! I thank you, Heav*n! 
[ have a wife; and live to ſay, I wrong'd her, 
To ſay ſo, and be pardon'd ; Oh Caimantha ! 
Dies, and the Empreſs faints. 

Ipant. The Empreſs faints ! help, help her! 

Oront. Rigid ſtars |! 

1ſt Capt. The Princes, whom we, now, muſt call your 

brothers, 
Tho' wounded, far beyond all hope of cure, 
Live yet; and, by our ſoldiers, were convey'd 
Into a near apartment of the palace; 
I doubt not, but they, yet, have ſenſe, and ſtrength, 
To hear, and underſtand, the fatal ſtory. 

pant. Oh! ſee ! ſhe now revives ! 

Empreſs. Oh! day of woe 

Oront. Bear the ſad Empreſs to the pious brothers, 
That, as ſhe wakes, yet further, into life, 

Sue may beſtow a parting bleſſing on them, 


And 
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And teach them, how the puniſhment they ſhare 
Follow'd a father's crimes, and not their innocence. 
[The Empreſs is led off, betwixt Arbanes, 
TS and the firſt Captain of Siam. 
Oh! my Ipanthe, thou, whom Heav'n has made, | 
A ſoft atonement for the woes I feel! " 
Reaſtor'd-to Siam's throne, reign happy on it; 
And, if you ſhall-vouchſafe-to ſhare the ſcepter 
Of China's empire, by this fatal chance 
Fall'n to my hand ; jointly to rule, with thee; 
Will make dominion's burthen worth the bearing. 
Tpant. Struck with a mix*d:aftoniſhment and horror, 
Lab' ring twixt gratitude and apprehenſion, 
I juſt recover ſtrength, in Uncham's ſon 
To thank. my. great deliv'rer. Yes, Orontes, 
A vow has bound my ſoul, to grant thy pray'r, 
Nobly compleating, thus, thy promis 'd ſervice ! 
How full of windings are the mazy paths, 
Thro* which our fins are trac'd to puniſhment ! 
How is ambition curs'd ! Unhappy Monarch! 
Vainly attempting Heav'n's decrees to ſhun, 
Avenging Heav'n has turn'd thy means againſt thee ! 
And nothing cou'd have giv'n thee woes like theſe, 
But firuggling to avoid em. Ruin'd Siam, 
Wrong'd as ſhe-is, muſt weep for her deſtroyer. 
Oront. Cheir thy afflicted ioul, with views of comfort: 
Be it our taſk, in a long happy reign 
To teach the doubting nations, blind to truth, 
That kingly pow'r can never'grow too mighty. 
But, in the future progreſs of our days, 
Let this example teach us, how to ſhun 
The blind effects of rage, and ſuperſtition ; 
Since, in the conſequences of our ſin, 
Not we our ſelves feel puniſhment alone, 
But — ſufferings parents guilt atone. _ | 
[ Exeunt omnes. 
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PREFACE. 


R E A D E R. 


HE inimitable, and immortal, Shakeſpear, 
about a hundred andthirty years fince, wrote 
a play, on this ſubje&, and call'd it, the Lyfe of 
King Henry the Fifth: Mine is a new fabric, yet 
] built on His foundation; and the reader, I am 
afraid, will, too eaſily, diſcover, without the help 
of a compariſon, in what places I am indebted to 
him. 

The ſucceſs, which this Tragedy will meet with 
on the ſtage, is a matter of no conſequence : if it 
were otherwiſe, I ſhou'd be ſorry, to have miſtaken, 
ſo unſeaſonably, the taſte of the faſh:onable! There 
is a kind of dumb drama ! a new and wonderful diſ- 
covery ! that places the it in the heels] and the 


experience of both our theatres might have taught 


any writer, but ſo dull a one as I am, that the 
Harlequins are gentlemen, of better intereſt than the 
Harrys. 

The maſters of the ſtage act like very diſcreet 
judges; in falling in with a humour, which they 
cou'd not have oppos'd but to their diſadvantage. 
What have hey to do with reaſon, to whom folly is 
moſt profitable ?—To fail with wind and tide is 
ſafeſt, and moſt eaſy : nor is it any part of their 
buſineſs, to ſtem the current of the times; and be 
wiſe, with empty boxes. i 
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No French tricks, however, in the days of my hero, 
were able to ſtand before him: Fortune favour'g 
him, then, againſt incredible odds ! and who knows, 
(if the Ladies will forgive me the preſumption of 
comparing ſmall things with great) but he may, nom, 
become a match, even for eunuchs, and merry-andrews! 

Vet, the victory, at Agencourt, was an action not 
more wonderful! And it is, I fear, become impoſ- 
fible, ſince I have, imprudently, neglected to liſt 
thoſe ſquadrons of light- arm d forces, which have ſo 
often won the day, for our leaders, in modern poetry, 

How poor a thing is fame, when ſo wretchedly 
cabalPd for! It is hard to diſtinguiſh, which is 
ſtrangeſt, and moſt ridiculous; the noiſe and vio- 
lence of ſuch applauſe, in its firſt breaking out ; or 
the ſuddenneſs, with which it flattens and leaves the 
monſters aground! like that ſtraggling ſhoal of 
whales, which the ſea has, lately, lifted into the 
meadows of Hamborough. 

After all, I am ſanguine enough to hope, that a 
taſte for Tragedy may be reſtor d: yet, who wou'd 
not deſpair of it, when it is deſerted by thoſe great 
ſpirits, whoſe paſt actions muſt adorn it! — When a 
name may be read in the liſt of Opera directers, which 
will furniſh the poets, of ages, yet to come, with as 
wonderful a character! and with conqueſts gain'd 
as nobly, over the French and Spaniſh arms, as any 
of the Edwards, or the Henrys, have left us, by the 
molt glorious of their ancient victories! 

But, in all events, I will be eaſy, who have no 
better reaſon to wiſh well to poetry, than my love 
for a miſtreſs, I ſhall never be married to: for, 
whenever I grow ambitious, I ſhall with to 711d 
higher ; and owe my memory to ſome occaſion of 


more importance, than my vritings. 
December 5, 


1723. | A, H I L L, 
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PROLOGU 


Spoken by Mr. W 1LXKS. 


FE O M wits old ruins, ſhadow'd ver with hays 


, ; 
E. 
LS 


Me draw ſome rich remains of Shakeſpear”s praiſe. 
Shakeſpear ! —— the ſound bids charm'd attention wake 2 
Aud our awd ſcenes, with conſcious rev'rence, ſhake '! 


Arduous the taſk, to mix with Shakeſpear's Muſe ! 
Raſh game ! where all, who play, are ſure to loſe. 
Yet—— what our author cou'd, he dar'd to try, 
And kept the fiery pillar in his eye. 7% 
Led by fuch light, as wou'd not let him ſtray, 

He picł d out ſtars, from Shakeſpear's milky way, 


Hid, in the cloud of battle, Shakeſpear”s care, 
Blind, with the duſt of war, oerlook'd the fair: 
Fond of their fame, we ſhew their influence, here, 


And place em, twinkling through war's ſmoaky ſphere. 
Without their aid, we loſe love's quick ning charms ; 


And ſullen virtue mopes, in ſteril arms. 
Now, rightly mix d, the enliven'd paſſions move : 
Love ſoftens war, —— and war invig' rates love. 


Ob — hd that to ring genius of the ſtage, 


When, firſt, his Henry charm'd a former age : 

* Ob! for a Muſe of fire, our cauſe to friend, 

* That might invention's brighteſt heav'n aſcend ! 
* That, for a-ſtage, a kingdom might be ſeen | 


Princes, to act, grac'd with their native mien: 


( = "4X — 
And monarchs, to behold, the ſivel ing /cere ! 
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4 Then, like himſelf, pu d warlike Harry riſe: 

« 4nd, fr d with all his fame, blaze, in your eyes ! 

« Crouch'd, at his heels, aud like fierce hounds, leaſh'd in, 
« Sword, fire, and famine, with impatient grin |! 

ce Sbon d, fawning dreadful ! but for orders, ſtay : 

„ And, at his nod, —ſtart, horrible ! away. 


No barren tale amuſe, our ſcene imparts : 
But points example at your kindling hearts. 
Mark, in their Dauphin, 0 our King oppos'd, 
The diff rent genius of the realms diſclos'd : 
There, the French levity— vain, — boaſtful, —loud : 
Dancing, in death, —gay, wanton, fierce, and proud, 
Here, with a ſilent fire, a temper'd heat 
Calmiy reſolv d, our Engliſh boſoms beat. 


Art is too poor, to raiſe the dead, tis true : 
But nature does it, by their worth, in you! 


Your blood, that warm'd their veins, ſtill flows, the ſame: 
Still feels your valour, and ſupports their fame, 


Ob] let it waſte no more, in civil jarr : 
But flow, for glorious fame, in foreign war. 


E IL O0 6 U 


Spoken by Mrs. OL D FIE L D. 


JJ Ewe fe own ye, Sirs ! bow France, of old, was got: e 
And, now, Pl l tell ye, why we kept it not 
This Hero's fon and beir, — no warring ranger! 
Lov'd grace, obey d his wife, and hated danger. 
Our Harry fought, all day, and ſlept, all nights 
Nor dreamt of gentler-joys than theſe of fight. 
Tho' bold, in war, bis feats, in love, were faint ! | 
And this fam d 8 — gave the world a—ſaint! = 
There was à bliſs ! Ob] how was Kate miſtaken ! 2 3 
Such tbund ring faine muſt mighty hopes awaken : 
But, tir d with allion, her heroic lover 
Was found, in peace, and wedlock, no great mover. 
There lay the-guilt :—— zor went unpuniſh'd, long, 
Weak tho* the En was, his ill fate was ſtrong. 
Urg'd by flack reins, and, quite broke looſe, at laſt, - 
The horſe of pow'r th unequal rider, caſt, 
Then roſe diviſion, faction, and debate: | 
And that rank weed, rebellion, choak'd the ſtate, 
Plunder was law; and force, on both fides, right; 
And rogues in red raviſh'd, with all their might! 
Widows, and wives, were taſk A, to their full ſkill : 
And ſtubborn maids were — pleas'd, againſt their will. 
No plots, to hoodwink horns, were, then, of uſe: 
For the whole: ſex made one allow'd excuſe : 2 
M, dear, what help for't—I was vex'd, I ſwear, 
But—had not been ſo ſerv'd, had you been there. 
Now, for ſome grave inſtruction, from the play, 
To ſend you, warn'd, as well as pleas'd, away ! 
Who, —— by the woes of a weak Prince S rule, 
Learns not, to bleſs the ſteddy, brave, and cool? 
All, that a kingdom feels, of good, or ill, 
She owes, to her King's weaknels, or his {ill : 
Sill, what the Monarch is, fill, fuch the ſtate, 
For a King's conduct, is his people's fate. 
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ACF LE EEE 


The Engliſh Camp before Harfleur, 
A Chair of State. 


Enter Exeter, York, Cambridge, Scroop, Gray. 


EXETER. 


hand, 
With thund'ring ſummons, ſhakes the gate of Harfleur, 
And riſing war dawns horrible upon thee ! 
Cam. Dreadfully footed on thy boaſtful ſhore, 
We feel thy trembling genius bend beneath us. 
Scroop. Now all the youth of England are on fire, 
And filken dalliance ſleeps in duſty wardrobes ; 
Now, thrive the armourers; and honour's flame 
Burns in the beating breaſt of each rous'd ſoldier. 


* i Gray. 


OW, France, ſtand firm See! where great Henry's 
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Gray. Even the ſlow ruſtic, fir'd by fierce example, 


To buy the horſe, now ſells the ſlighted paſture, 


York. O! noble friends! now ! now ! our England 


ſhines ! 
Her ſhouting cities pour their people forth, 
To aid their matchleis King, with wing'd deſire : 
High in the air ſits wakeful Expectation ! 


And covers a drawn ſword with crowns and coronets, 


Promis'd to Henry, and his glorious followers. 


Scroop. The French, alarm'd at our ſo ſwift invaſion, 


Shake, in their fears; and, with pale policy, 
Seek to divert our threat'ning purpoſes ! 
Encourag'd, too, perhaps, by paſt ſucceſs, 
They hope to find tome hollow breaſt among us 
O England! model to thy inward greatneſs !_ 
Thou little body with amighty heart ! 
What mighr'ſ thou not attain, that honour wiſhes, 
Were all thy children kind, and natural! 
Were all thy ſubjects worthy their great King 
Gray. The courſes of our glorious Maſter's youth 
Promis'd not this— | 
Cam. The joy that's leaſt expected bleſſes double. 
Exe. The breath no ſooner left his father's body, 
But wildneſs, mortify'd in him, dy'd too; 
Sudden, and bright, in that one dazzling moment, 
Conſideration, like an angel, came, 
And ſtript th* offending darkneſs from his ſoul ; 
Never wes ſuch a ſudden ſcholar made ; 
Never came reformation in a flood, 
With ſuch an heady current, as in him! 
York. Hear him but reaſon in divinity, 
And, all admiring, with a raviſh'd zeal, 
The pious audience wiſh their King a Prelate ! 
If he unravel the thick web of policy, 


The wond'ring ſtateſman ſpeaks his praiſe in bluſhes : 


If he but talk of war, the liſt*ners hear 
A battle's terror, in the charms of muſic ; 


Soon 


„ 
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Soon as he ſpeaks, the hurried air grows calm, 
And dumb amazement dwells on every ear! 
Exe, How wond'rous was the progreſs of theſe 
virtues |! 4 5% 

Scroop. So grows the ſtrawberry beneath the nettle, 
And wholſome berries thrive, and ripen b-ſt, - © 
Neighbour'd by fruit of baſer quality : 

Thus our wiſe King, obſcuring contemplation 
Under the borrow'd veil of youthful wildneſs, 
Grew, like the ſummer-graſs, faſteſt by night. 

Cam. What anſwer, think ye, will the King return 
To this French embaſſy ? The proffer'd Princeſs 
Wou'd hardly fail to ſtem the tide of war, 

Wou'd they, with her, give up ſome provinces ; 
But that vain cavil of their Salic law, 
He frown'd on, as *twas urg'd | 

Exe. He hears all gravely, | 
And, now, retir'd, as is his conſtant cuſtom, 

In private, weighs their words, and ſuits his anſwer : 
See, where he comes, and ſmiles with aweful goodneſs ! - 
Omnes. Health to your Majelty. 


Enter King Henry, and ſits. 


K. Hen. Uncle of Exeter! and faithful Tork? 
And you, Lord Scroop ! Cambridge, and Gray! try'd 
friends 
In whom a King may ſafely lodge dependence 
Concerning this new plea, ſo warmly urg'd 
By theſe ambaſſadors? We pray you, tell us, 
Why that fond Salic law, they have in France, 
Or ſhou'd, or ſhou'd not, bar our right of claim? 
Be careful how you wreſt, or bend, the truth; 
Speak cautiouſly, and give us well-weigh'd counſel. 
Exe. Clear is your title, as the ſun, dread Sovereign! 
There is no ſeeming ſpot to dim your claim : 
For while they vainly plead this Salic law, 
n To bar your race from urging female right, | 
Q 3 Un- 
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Unmindful, that their own three royal races, 
All, from the female, drew th* imperial ſway, - 
They hide them in a net, to wrong your title, 
K. Hen. 3 8 th* experienc'd Duke of York to 
tis | 
York. A truth ſo known can leave no room for doubt 
Fold not your bloody enſigns, mighty leader 
Look back on your moſt tam'd of famous anceſtors, 
Who firm'd this envy'd claim, you now purſue ; 
And here, in France, o'erthrew all France's power ! 
W hilſt his pleas'd father, on a neighb'ring hill, 
Hem'd with unbuſied ſquadrons, looking on, 
Stood ſmiling, conſcious of the worth, he gave. 
K. Hen. Call in the French ambaſſador; for, now 
Me ſtand confirm'd yet more, —and by Heaven's help, 
And yours, the noble ſinews of our power, 


France being ours, we'll bend it to our awe, 
Or break it into pieces. 


Enter the Duke of Bourbon, attended by French Officers. 


Not to anſwer 
The weak objections, you have urg'd to-day, 
We wou'd be glad to hear that other meſſage, 
From our good couſin Dauphin—He, w' are told, 
Has ſent us rugged greeting; pray ye ſpeak it. 
Bour. Pleaſe it your Majeſty to give me leave, 
Freely to render what he gave in charge? 
Or ſhall I, ſparingly, ſhow you, far off, 
The Dauphin's meaning, ſoften'd o'er with ſhadings ? 
K. Hen. We are no tyrant, but a Chriſtian King, 
Our paſſions are the ſubjects of our reaſon : 
Therefore, with an uncurb'd, and vigorous plainneſs, 
Speak out the Dauphin's meaning, 
Bourb. Thus thenin brief ; 
Your Majeſty, invading France, in claim 
Of certain dukedoms, which you call your right, 
By your great predeceſſor, the Third Edward ; 


In 
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In anſwer to this hope, our Prince, the Dauphin, 
Says, that your aim ſavours too much of youth, 
And bids you be advis'd : — there's nought in France, 
That with a nimble galliard can be won; | 
You cannot revel into dukedoms, here ! 
He therefore ſends you, ſuited to your ſpirit, 
A tun of treaſure, and in lieu thereof, 
He begs you let the dukedoms, that you claim, 
Hear no more of you — This the Dauphin ſpeaks. 
K. Hen. What treaſure, uncle ? 
Exe. Tennis-balls, my Liege. 
K. Hen, We are glad the Dauphin! is ſo plealnt with us, 
And that he feels his country's woe ſo lightly: 
We'll furniſh fitter balls ere long, than theſe, 
And, if he ſtands his challenge, play a ſett, 
Shall ſtrike his father's crown into the hazard: 
He with miſtaken inſult wrongs our nature, 
Who, by our wild days paſt, wou'd judge the preſent : 
have, *tis true, in England, ſlept too long, 
And, with a ſpendthrift's raſnneſs, waſted fame; 
But tell the Dauphin, I will keep my ſtate, 
Look like a King, and ſpread my fails of greatneſs, 
When I have rous'd me in my throne of France. 
¶ King riſes, | 
Your pleaſant Prince will mourn this vain reproach, 
When his proud ſoul, charg'd with its riſing vengeance, 
Shall anſwer to the widows, and the orphans, 
Whoſe huſbands, and whoſe father's falling towers 
Shall bury quick beneath their batter'd ruins ; 
So get ye hence in peace — Give 'em ſafe conduct. 
Exit Duke of Bourbon. 
Now, gallant friends! the ſoul of England ſmiles; 
O! glorious York! old as thou art, and drooping, 
Thy ſleepy ſpirits, rous'd by our country's honour, 
Start into force, and ſnatch at future action. 
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Enter an Officer from the town, attended by French ſoldiers, 
Offic. The citizens of Harfleur, much diſtreſs'd, 
*Pwixt loyalty and danger, greet your Majeſty. 
K. Hen. How yet reſolve they ? As I am a ſoldier, 
A name, that, in my thoughts, becomes me beſt, 
If I am forc'd to finiſh but yon battery, 
I'll bury your raſh city in her aſhes; . 
The gates of mercy Jan be ſhut againſt ye, 
And the fleſh'd foldier, rough, and hard of heart, 
In liberty of bloody hand, ſhall range, 
With conſcience wide as hell. — What is't to me, 
If then blind War, when you yourſelves are cauſe, 
Match his foul actions to his ſmear'd complexion ! 
If your lov'd infants ſhall be mow'd like graſs, 
And your pure virgins meet hot violation ; 
What rein can hold licentious Wickedneſs, 
When, down the hill he drives his fierce career ? 
Therefore, while yet the cool and temperate breeze 
Of conduct overblows theſe clouds of rapine, 
Take pity of your town, and ſpare your people. 
OHic. Their expectation has this day an end; 
The Dauphin, whom for ſuccour they inweated, 
Returns em, that his powers are not yet ready 
Therefore, great King | they yield to your hop'd mercy; 
Enter their gates, diſpoſe of them and theirs. tion. 
X. Hen, Stay, Scroop, and hold our forces fit for mo- 
Exeunt, with the French and Engliſh ſoldters, 
King Henry, Exeter, York. 
| Ser. My Lord of Cambridge, and Sir Thomas Gray 
It happens well, that we are thus together; 
Our hope grows rich! the Dauphin ſcruples nothing; 
The million of bright gold, which we demanded, 
Whate'er we wiſh, is ours, ſo Henry dies. 
Cambr. My letters ſpeak the ſame. 
Gray. And mine, —But tell me, 

Think ye not this roo much ? this death of anf, 
ere, 
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There, treaſon ſeems to wear too deep a grain! 
Cambr. I cou'd be better pleas'd, were that excus'd us. 
Why ſhou'd it not ſuffice, that our intelligence, 
Securely blaſting all his fear'd deſigns, - _ 
Prevents the threat'ned ill, and faves their kingdom. 
Kr. In faith, my friends! theſe doubts diſgrace our 
purpoſe. | 3-304 
The man, who pauſes in the paths of treaſo 
Halts on a quickſand, the firſt ſtop engulphs him 
Why muſt I urge ſo oft your wrongs by Henry? bridge? 
Have you not both been ſufferers ? — You, Lord Cam- 
Is not your, blood wrong'd ? York's .great houſe de 
thron'd ? | 
And your juſt claim robb'd of a crown, your due ? 
What is a cauſe, if this can fail to move you ? | 
Sir Thomas Gray! —— why muſt I ſtill remind you, 
What vile indignities this Henry's hate | 
Has heap'd upon your perſon ! — He's my friend! 
My boſom-partner | - Yer, like Roman Brutus, 
I ſacrifice his love to peace, and liberty. 
Why look you pale then ? and grow fick with horror ? 
He, who betrays a Prince, he fears to kill, 
Like ſome raſh madman, holds a lion's tail, [ him. 
While the check'd beaſt turns back in rage, and tears 
Cambr. More than the thoughts of death I hate this 
Henry. 
J hate his name, his race, his intereſt, perſon ; 
To you, Lord Scroop, I lend a daring will, 
Point out the means, and lead me at your pleaſure. 
Gray. I cannot love a man, who loves not me; 
Thrice have I miſs'd a ſuit, I ſtoop'd to kneel for, 
And thrice ſeen low-born peaſant- clowns ſupplant me; 
Drudges in war! the brawny works of nature! 
Sturdy-limb'd ruffians, fam'd for fiſt, and football; 
Broad-ſhoulder*'d rogues, ſtrong built to carry armour, 
The human ſumpter-mules of haughty Harry |! 
Fellows, whoſe ſouls ſeem'd ſeated in their ſtomachs ! 
The curſe of poverty involve my fortune, 
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If I forget the ſcorn, till I've reveng'd it. | 
Scr. To- night, aſſembled in my tent, we'll weigh 
The faireſt means to reach the point in view 

| Mean while—a ſecret this! — you both remember 

The lovely Harriet, my dead brother's daughter ? 
Gray. Alas! poor Harriet! the, too, owes much to 

Henry 

The lawleſs rover, ere his father dy'd, 

While the griev'd nation rung with his debauches, 

Sullied your hapleſs niece's virgin innocence. 

Ser. But, tir'd, like ſome mean proſtitute, he left her; 

On poor pretence, that, by his father's death, 

The kingdom's cares, reclining on his breaſt, 

Muſt banjſh ſoftneſs thence. So turn'd her off 
Diſgraceful, with the cold conſideration 
Of a vile penſion, which, had ſhe accepted, 

Had doubly puniſh'd her in baſe reward; 

A ſharp memento, to remind her daily, 
That even her pride was owing to her ſhame. 

Cambr. Something, like this, report brought ſcatter'd 

. a 
I grieve to find it true—and hop'd it ſlander ; 

Th' unhappy lady, doubtleſs, feels much woe. lit; 
Scr. No woe, my Lord! the blood of Scroop diſdains 
Her ſoul, too ſtrong for grief, boaſts nobler paſſions ; 
Stung with the pointed ſenſe of ſhame, and ſcorn, 

She labours with revenge, and aids my plottings; 

Shading her charms beneath a boy's appearance, 

She baffles the keen eye of watchful policy, 

And works out wonders for the cauſe we ſtrive in : 
Six days are paſt, fince I diſpatch'd her hence 

To the French camp, whence I expect her hourly, 
With notices of more than vulgar import. 

My Lord, ſhe comes—Perhaps *twould be too ſudden 

At once to greet her with conteſs'd detection; 

Pleaſe you a moment to retire, and leave me, 

By gradual preparation, to inſtruct her, 

How ſafely ſhe may truſt you with her ſtory. 

3 Cambr , 


to 
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Cambr. The caution is well weigh'd. 7 


Gray. Purſue your purpoſe. 
" [ Exeunt Camtrlge and ud Gray 


Enter Harriet. 


der. Welcome, thou guardian genius of thy country! 
Born to revenge thy own and all our wrongs ! 
Welcome, as peace to Scroop, or war to Henry. 

Har. O, uncle! muſt this man for ever flouriſh ? 
Harfleur, as I now paſs d, receiv'd him conqueror: 
How long will he eſcape the woes, he gives 
When will he fall, and the wrong'd world have juſtice? 
But down, big heart — to-morrow, from the Dauphin 
Your hopes, I think, will all find happy end. 

Scr. Saw you this peerleſs prideof France, this Catharine ! $ 
Our camp is fill'd with rumours of her beauty. 

Har. Beauty? — by Heaven, there's meaning in that 

queſtion, 

And not in vain theſe French ambaſſadors | 
Have urg'd the match with Catharine—O! no e 
They ſpread the net, than caught the willing pre! 
This traitor King, this ruiner of woman, 
Fird with her praiſe, grows mad to have her his 
More to undo me, he would blaſt himſelf ; 
To heap more ſhame, more miſery on my head, 
Wou'd meanly wed his country's enemy, 
And lull a wife to ſleep with my curſt ftory. 

Kr. Quiet the jealous fiend, that (tarts within thee, 
And quell theſe — ſallies of thy ſoul. 
There is ſome reaſon in thy fears, but none 
In thy wild tranſports. 

Har. Reaſon ? I deteſt it 
Tis that, which gives an edge to all my ſufferings ! 
Am I not loſt, diſgrac'd, forſaken, ſcorn'd ? 
And owe I not this ruin to my love? 
Has not the man, I doted on, deftroy'd me? 
He, for whoſe ſake I had no ear for honour ! 
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Has he not left me, like a common creature, 
And paid me, like a proſtitute ? Death find him 
Has he not offer'd me a ſaucy penſion, 
Told out the hire of infamy ? and judg'd 
Wealth an equivalent for my undoing ? 
Has he not dar'd all this ? —— and does he now, 
While my diſgrace is new, freſh-blown, and fragrant, 
Now, does he think to live, and wed another ! 
Calm? no let cottage fools, with helpleſs ſighs, 
Bewail their ruin'd innocence —— my ſoul, 
Full charg'd with hate, and pride, breaks out in paſſion, 
Bold as my wrongs, and dreadful as my purpoſe. 
Scr. At leaſt be moderate, till | 
Har. Touch me not 
For there's a flame, that blazes round my heart, 
Will catch, and burn you up, like fire-touch'd flax; 
Wou'd you be heard with patience, teach my fury, 
Inftruct my wiſhes; let me learn a way, 
To leave my outſtript will behind my vengeance ; 
Teach me to hunt him thro? the night's ſtill dreams; 
To pinch his ſoul with woe, his heart with pain, 
To rack his reſtleſs thoughts with diſcontent, 
To wear away his life in endleſs agony, 
And feaſt upon the joy of his deſtruction. 
Scr. Retire, where leſs ohſerv'd, I may convince thee, 
That this new-offer'd match is yet an embryo ; 
Is yet rejected, and, perhaps, diſlik'd 
For I but doubt from ſome dark words of Henry's, 
What you, with wild exceſs of fear, confirming, 
With needleſs rage perplex your hurried ſoul, 
And drive th* unwilling torment thro' your boſom. 
Har. And was it only doubt then ? —pardon me, 
In generous pity of my loſt condition! 
Who that is wrong'd like me, can fit down tamely, 
And, with dull goodneſs, bleſs th* undoer's wiſhes ? 
You have forgiv'n me — but the barb'rous world 
Meet me with ſpeaking eyes, and ſilent ſcorn ; 
The baleful brow of each proud girl upbraids me; 


Where- 
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Where-e'er I go, ſome new-born anguiſh finds me; 
And, when I ſtrive to drown the hated memory 
Of my paſt guilt, ſome keen reproach, unmeant, 
Strikes on the jarring ſtring, untunes my ſoul, 
And rouſes the pale image of my ſhame: | 
Heav*n! muſt the traitor man purſue our ſex, 
With reſtleſs artifice, and labour'd vileneſs; 
Hunt us thro? all the wiles, and turns of caution, 
Till tir'd with vain defence, his ſnares ſurround us; 
And ſhall he then, when, pitying his feign'd torments, 
We give him up our all-— ſhall he hen ſhun us? 
With cold diſdan, or curſt indifference, 
Repay the fierceneſs of a flame he rais'd ? 
And ſhall we not revenge the traitor's falſhood ? 
Religion never ſpoke it only ſaints, 
And cool-ſouPd hermits, mortify*d with care, 
And bent by age and palſies, whine out maxims, 
Which their briſk youth had bluſh'd ar. | 
Kr. Gentle Harriet 
No more —= the means are ripening for a purpoſe, 
Which, once ſucceſsful, will repay thy ſorrows 
Back on his head, who caus'd them ; — thou ſhalt have 
means 
To attend Exeter to the French camp ; 
There, furthering our intent, as P11 inſtruct thee, 
Crown wiſh'd revenge, and diſappoint this marriage. 
Har. O! uncle, you are wiſe, and ſhall conduct me; 
Loſt as I am, I dare beyond my ſex : 
Danger is ſcorn'd, when life becomes a burthen; 
And yet, my ſoul, imparrtially ſevere, 
day, what but thy own weakneſs caus'd this ruin? 
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Cou'd women be, at once, in love, and wiſe, 
And drive the tell-tale ſoftneſs from their eye 
Th' encourag'd tempter cou'd not, then, betray, 
Aw'd by cold looks, thoſe rubs in paſſion's way; 
Then all his arts wou'd ſooth our ſex in vain, 
Nor hours of bliſs be paid with years of pain. 1 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 
SCENE, the French Camp. 


King of France, Dau phin, Duke of Orleans, as is 
Council, 


'Frencn KING. 


OUSIN of Orleans, is their march confirm'd ? 
Orl. Tis certain they have paſs'd the river Soam, 
And fear may teach us, from our late examples, 
That we can never be too provident; 
For England her approaches makes, as fierce, 
As currents to the ſucking of a gulph. _ 
Dau. That we ſo timely arm'd was well advis'd, 
For peace itſelf ſhould never ſleep fo ſoundly, 
Tho?” no fear'd war or quarrel were in queſtion, 
But that defence, and warlike preparation, 
Shou'd, at due diſtance, awe the eye of boldneſs : 
The preſent cauſe, however, gives no fear, 
For hare-brain'd England is ſo idly king'd, 
Her ſcepter ſo fantaſtically borne, 
By a vain, giddy, ſhallow, humourous youth, 
That danger dwells not in her menaces. 
Ori. I doubt, Prince Dauphin! we miſtake this King; 
Queſtion your Grace the late ambaſſadors, 
With what grave ſtate he heard and anſwer'd them: 
How well ſupply'd with noble counſellors ! 
How cautious in exception ; but, withal, 
How terrible in conſtant reſolution ! 
And you ſhall find, his youthful vanities 
But cloath'd diſcretion with a coat of folly ; 
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As ſkilful gard'ners thickeſt earth the plants, 

Which ſhou*d firſt ſhoot, and rife moſt delicate. 
Dau. Well! *tis ſcarce fo, my Lord of Orleans! 

But let us think it ſo, it is no matter | f 

ln cauſes of defence, tis beſt to weigh 

The enemy, more mighty, than he feems. ww 
Fr. King. Be it as *twill; think we King Harry ſtrong; 

And, Princes! look, ye ftrongly arm, to meet him; 

The kindred of him have been fleſh'd upon us; 

And he is bred out of that bloody ſtrain, 

That haunted us in our familiar paths : 

Witneſs our much too memorable ſhame, 

When mangled France groan'd loud at Creſſy's field, 

And horror, circling thence, o'er-ſhadow'd all. 


Enter Duke of Bourbon. 


Bour. The Duke of Exeter, from England's King, 
Aſks audience of your Majeſty. | | 
Fr. King. Say, couſin Bourbon, how near our camp 
they lie ? Fox! | 
Bour. So near, that Exeter this morning left em. 
Fr. King. You ſee, this chace is hotly follow'd, friends ! 
Dau. Turn head, and ſtop purſuit then — coward 


dogs 
Moſt ſpend their mouths when, what they threaten, runs. 
Fartheſt before them Good my Sovereign 


Take up the Engliſh ſhort, and let them know 

Of what a monarchy you are the head ; | 

Self- love was never half ſo vile a fin, 2 

As ſelf· neglecting. If they be not fought withal, 

Let us not live in France; let us quit all, x 

And give our vineyards to a barbarous people. 
Fr. King. Tis ſtrange, methinks, that a few ſprays.of 

us, 

Our cyons on a wild and ſavage ſtock, 

dhou'd ſhoot thus ſuddenly into the clouds, 

And overtop their grafters, 


Bone. 
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Bour. Baſtard Normans! _. | 
Death to the fame of France, if they march on, 
And are not met, and fought, Tl ſell my dukedom. 
Fr. King. Admit the Duke; we'll 575 him preſent 
audience. 2 Bourbon. 
Dau. Shame of arms ! | 
Whence is it that theſe Engliſh have their mettle ? 
Is not their climate foggy, raw, and dul? 
Does not the ſun, in ſpite look pale upon them? 
Can their boil'd water, muddy barley broth, 
Inſpire their blood with ſuch a warlike heat! ? 
And ſhall ours, ſpirited with wine, be froſty ? . 
Oh! for the honour of our bluſhing — 
Let us not hang like roping iſicles, 
Fix 'd to our houſes thatch, while this cold people 
Sweat in our ſun, and farten on our ſhame. 
Fr. King. Be not too raſh a Kingdom's care re- 
uires 32 
Sedate advice, and cool IN TIER in danger. 
Dau. Your pardon, Royal Sir! by faith and honour, 
Our madams mock us, and in plain terms, ſay, 
Our mettle is worn out; and that theſe Engliſh, _ 
Men of more promiſing, and active mould, 
Muſt new-ſtore France with baſtard warriors ; 
They bid us to the Engliſh dancing-ſchools, 
And teach la valta's high, and ſwift curranto's : 
For all our grace, they ſay is in our heels, 
And that we are moſt lofty run-aways! 


| Enter Duke of Exeter, conduf7ed by Bourbon, attended 
by Harriet, and other Engliſh. 


Fr. King. What would our brother of e ? 
Exe. He greets you, Sir ; 
And wills you to diveſt your borrow'd glories; j 
Namely, the crown, and all the wide-ſtretch'd honours, 
Annex'd by cuſtom, and the growth of time, 
To the fam'd throne of F ance, with all her dukedoms; 
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And that you may not ſtile it an old claim, 
From the dry duſt of dark oblivion rak'd, 
He ſends you this moſt memorable line ; 


There, when you have o'erlook'd his pedigree, | 


From the Third Edward evenly deriv'd, 

He, from your juſtice, hopes the reſignation 

Of your large kingdom, indirectly held 

From him, the native, and true challenger : 

This is his claim, and here my purpoſe ends, 

Unleſs the Dauphin be in preſence To him 

bring a ſeparate greeting. 
Dau. For the Dauphin | 

| ſtand to anſwer. —— What to him from England? 
Exe. Defiance, ſlight regard, contempt, or any thing, 

Which may not miſbecome the mighty fender ; 

If, by the grant of all demands at large, 

You not atone your late preſumptuous inſult, 

Hell call you to fo hot an anſwer of it, 


That France ſhall tremble for her Prince's folly. 


Dau. Tell the too proud invader, that our arms 
Cou'd, at loſt Harfleur's gate, have check'd his raſhneſs; 
But 'tis held wiſe to wait an injury's ripeneſs ——— 
And then to bruiſe it Harry's a man of health, 
But his poor realm will ſicken at this war, 
And his exchequer die of a conſumption, 
Catch'd, in repaying France her little loſſes. 

Exe. There let it reſt—our King in perſon comes. 
Act as you ſpeak, and he'll forgive you all, 

Fr. King. We will in council weigh th' important meſſage, 
And you ſhall be diſpatch'd with fair conditions. 

[ Exeunt omnes, but the Dauphin and Harriet. 

Dau. What new diſcovery makes the friendly Scroop, 
That brings my little Hermes back ſo ſuddenly ? 

Har. Great Prince, your Engliſh friends commend 

them to you: 

The gold, your bounty's pledge, they have receiv'd, 
And, with due thanks, accept the princely favour ; 
Warmly inſpir'd with zeal for peace, and you : 

Vol. I. | Their 
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Their earneſt cate is bleſs'd, by full detection 
Of a baſe plot, to ſhake your country's quiet, 
With the deceitful hand of feign'd accord. 

Dau. Come to my arms, thou more than manly ſpirit! 
Dreſs'd in a woman's ſoftneſs ! why, thou charmer 
Thou angel of a traitor! what a treaſure 
Of honour and reward does all France owe thee ! 

Say, my Endymion! my Adonis ! tell me, 
What wou'd thy country do? Can Engliſhmen 
Be plotters ? — Policy, and they, of old, 

Convers'd, like ſtrangers; good, rough, heavy meanings, 
Plain truths, and ſturdy blows, were what they dealt in; 
If they turn ſtateſmen, *rwill, indeed, concern us. 

Har. 1 am to urge your Highneſs's conſent, 

That you wou'd hear my meſſage in the preſence 
Of your illuſtrious ſiſter, | | 

Dau. My ſiſter ? does it then concern the marriage ? 

Har. It does ſurpriſingly. 

Dau. By Heav'n, it pleaſes me; Pl! bring thee to her, 

| [ Exeunt, 
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SCENE changes to the Princeſs's pavilion. 
The Princeſs and Charlot. 
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Prin. No, no, my Charlot! I diſdain the motive; 
Love is a flame, too bright, too clear, to-burn 
As intereſt bids it; what imports 1t me, 
That coward France can ſhake at ſudden danger? 
What are my father's fears to my affections ? 
Shall I, becauſe this hot-brain'd King of England 
Sweeps o'er our land with war, and devaſtation, 
Shall I, for that, grow fond of the deſtroyer ? 
Smile at the waſte of his unpuniſh'd inſolence, 
Throw myſelf headlong into hoſtile arms, 
And ſell my peace of mind, to ſave my country? 
Rather ſhall death poſſeſs me, than this Harry. 


Char. O! who can blame you for fo juſt an * 
| ow 
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How could your royal father think ſuch run? 

Such blaſts to nip your joy? —— What! croſs the ocean, 

To waſte your lovely youth in a cold iſland, 

Cloudy, and dull] cut off from all mankind, 

Stormy, and various, as the people's temper ! 

While the wide continent is filPd with Kings, 

Who court your beauty, and wou'd die to pleaſe you. 
Prin. Am I, becaule they call my father Sovereign, 

To be the ſlave, the property, of France ? 

Can nothing buy their peace, but my undoing ? 

How nobler were it to quell rage with fury! 

In arms to check the bold invader's pride, 

Meet ſtorm with ſtorm, and buckle in a whirlwind ! 

Then, if the dire event ſwept me away, 

My ruin, tho? twere dreadful, would be glorious : 

But to hold out a proffer of my perſon, 

Poorly, and at a diſtance ! hang me out, 

Like a ſhook flag of truce !— oh ! *tis a meanneſs, 

That ſhames ambition, and makes pride look pale! 

Where is the boaſted ſtrength of manhood, now ? 

Sooner than ſtoop to this, were mine the ſcepter, 

I wou'd turn Amazon; my ſoftneſs hid 

In glittering ſteel, and my plum*d helmet nodding 

With terrible adornment, 1 wou'd meet 

This Henry with a flame more fierce than love. 


Enter Dauphin and Harriet. 


Dau. How's this, my ſiſter, fir'd with rage, and menace? 
What hapleſs object has inſpir'd this tranſport ? 

Prin. The kingdom, brother; is it then a wonder, 
That I, with due diſdain, receive the news, 
That I am doom'd your victim? 

Dau. You have reaſon; 
Tis on that ſubject, I would gladly ſpeak, 
And wiſh your private ear. I Exit Charlot. 
This gentle youth, 
Th' experienc'd friend of France, brings ſome diſcovery, 
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Which nearly touching your lov'd intereſt, moves me 

To hear th' important meſſage in your preſence. 45 
Har. Oh! matchleſs pattern of imperial beauty 

That Heav'n, that gave you charms, protects em ſtrongly: 

Your royal father, the known friend of peace, 

Still nobly anxious for his country's ſafety, 

Sent a late embaſſy, and offer*d you: | 

You, fam'd for beauty ! you, much more a Princeſs | 

By your diſtinguiſh'd charms, than by your birth. 
Prin. *Tis well, young orator ! Flattery, I find, 

Is of your ifland's growth; ſo warm a vice 

Cou'd not, I thought, have brook*d ſo raw a climate, 
Dau. On with thy tale; ——if flattery is a ſin, 

Her mercy has been taught to give it pardon, 
Har. I need not tell you, how our ſtubborn Monarch, 

Safe in blind diſtance, and a ſtranger yet 

To thoſe all-conquering eyes, refus'd the offer; 

Refus'd a gem, whoſe countleſs value, known, 

Will make refuſal its own puniſhment : 

Yet *twas refus'd. —— But when th' ambaſſadors 

Were, with ſevere defiance, ſent away, 

Henry a ſudden council calld together; 

In which, forgetful of his boaſted plainneſs, 

That open, honeſt, heart, he would lay claim to, 

He told his Lords, and gain'd their joint concurrence, 

Thar, when advanc'd ſtill farther into France, 

When fire and {word ſhou'd ſpread his fame before him, 

Means wou'd be found to cloſe with courted peace, 

And wed the Princeſs with improv'd conditions; 

*Tis true, he cry'd, I hate her, for her race, 

But what has love to do in Princes? weddings ? 

The match will ſerve to lull their arms aſleep ; 

And, when that fair occaſion ſmiles vpon me, 

PII ſeize th? unguarded kingdom 
Dau. Why, *tis well ! 

Forewarn'd by this intelligence, we'll match him 

With treaſons, which become a man's deſigning : 

He weaves the web too coarſe ; not every will 
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Spirit, and thought! mere blood and bone can't reach it. 

Prin. You, brother, may content yourſelf with that; 
But I not brook ſo well the ſhame deſign'd me; 
| am, on both ſides, then, the toy of ſtate ! 

One King's condition, and the other's engine ! 

The tool, which Harry's treaſon is to work with! 

Whence ſhall 1 borrow rage to ſpeak my anger? 

0! aid me, all ye ſtings of indignation |! 

Lend me thy gall, thou bitter-hearted jealouſy ! 

And every fury, that can laſb, aſſiſt me 

What will my peaceful father ſay to this? 

Yes! he has choſen nobly tor his daughter ! 

Charles has a generous ſon-in-law in Harry : 

0 France! what lazy froſt has chill'd your blood? 

Where is that pride of arms, that boaſted courage, 

Which your vain tongues are ſwell'd with? 
Where's the ſoul, 

That, in the warlike Gauls, your glorious anceſtors! 

Shook the proud world. and ſham'd the Roman Cæſars? 

If there remains the ſhadow of paſt glory, 

If any ſpark yet glimmers in your breaſts, 

Of your once furious fire, go, down upon him ; 

Scatter his army like the wind-driven ſands, 

Seize him alive, and bring him me a priſoner. 

Dau. Prithee, no more of this vain, woman raving; 
What we can do, we will: — Bur, for the marriage; 
Spite of this new-given argument, I fear, | 
My father's love of peace will force it forward. 

Prin. Sooner ſhall the two kingdoms join their cliffs, 
And, ruſhing with a ſudden bound, together, 

Daſh the dividing ſea, to waſh the clouds. 
Har. What I have ſaid, your Highneſſes will hold 
As a fair proof, however elſe unwelcome, 
That you have watchful agents; — well they know 
The faithleſs Henry's love of change, and roving ; 
And, when they thought, with pity, on the crowds, 
The countleſs crowds, of beauties, he has ruin'd, 
R 3 
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Then ſcorn'd, and left, for new ones, they grew ſad, 
And, ſighing, told each other, *twere a ſhane, 
The lovely Princeſs ſhould be match'd ſo ill ! 


Enter Dake of Bourbon. 


Bour. Prince Dauphin ! our deſigns miſcarry widely, 
Your needful preſence, only, can ſupport us : 
The King, hem'd in with cringing paraſites, 
Debates, what anſwer ſhould be ſent to Henry: 
And ſeems determin'd to propoſe an interview 
With England's King, a ſhameful interview ! 
To urge this match 
Har. O, Madam, ſtrive to croſs it 
Or you are loit for ever !-— Henry's eye, 
Shou'd he once ſee you, will reform his will, 
And he'll forego the crown, to conquer you. 
Dau. Tarry, till I return, with ſwift inſtruction, 
What anſwer you ſhall bear our Engliſh friends. 
[ Exeunt Dauphin and Bourbon, 
Prin. What! and no more, than ſo ? gone thus, and 
e | 
Diſtracted, unaſſur'd, and torn with terrors ? 
O!] periſh all the wily aims of policy 
Theſe ſtateſmen's craft confounds the tortur'd world: 
And truth, and innocence, are hunted by them. 
O! hard condition ours! twin-born with greatneſs ! 
What infinite heart's caſe does high birth loſe, 
That the low world enjoys! — and what boaſt we, 
'Save ceremony, which low life has not too ? 
And, what art thou, thou idol, ceremony ? 
What elſe, but place, degree, and empty form? 
What drink'ſt thou of, inſtead of homage ſweet, 
But poiſon'd flattery ?—O.! be ſick, vain greatneſs, 
And bid thy ceremony give thee cure? 
Canſt thou, when thou command'it the beggar's knee, 
Command the health of it? No, thou proud dream 
Laid in thy high-rais'd and majeſtic bed, 1 
100 
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Thou ſleep'ſt leſs ſoundly, than the wretched ſlave ; 
Who, with full body, and a vacant mind, 

Gets him to reſt, cram'd with diſtreſsful bread, 
Never ſees horrid night, that child of hell! 

But ſweats in the ſun's eye, from riſe to ſet, - 

And follows ſo the ever-rolling year, 

With profitable labour to his grave 

And, but for ceremony, ſuch a wretch, 

Winding up days with toil, and nights with ſleep, 
Has greatly the advantage of a King ! 

But I neglect the ſtranger — Gentle youth! 
Forgive me, that my ſorrows, breaking o'er me, 
Half drown'd remembrance of the thanks I owe you. 
Why look you ſad ?—does any griet oppreſs you ? 

Har. Alas! great Princeſs | grief, and I, have, long, 
Too long, been join'd—perhaps, *rwou'd tire your ear, 
To amuſe you with a tale of private woes; 

Elſe, I could melt your pity into tears, 

And force ſome ſighs, to honour my diſtreſſes: 

| have a ſiſter —ah! no] had a ſiſter ! 

Whom flattering lovers call'd her ſex's wonder! 

Deceitful Henry ſaw, and, ſeeing, lov'd her: 

He knelt — he ſwore — he pray d — he fight d— he 
threat'ned ——— | 

Like Heaven, he promis'd joys, beyond expreſſing: 

My ſiſter, long reſiſting, felr, at laſt, 

The riſing paſſion ſwell her ſtruggling foul , 

The kindled fire grew ſtronger by reſiſtance, 

And warm'd her flow deſire to yielding ruin: 

There broke the charm — the fancied treaſure vaniſh'd, 

And bitter penitence, and conſcious guilt, 

Became the gnawing vultures of her boſom ; 

The treacherous Prince no longer vow'd a paſſion, 

But baſely ſhun'd the wretchedneſs, he caus'd. 

Prin. See | if the tender creature does not weep | 
Alas ! thy mournful ſtory fills my heart 
With grief, almoſt as powerful as thy own; 


Truſt me, *rwas baſe in Henry, thus to leave her, 
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Har. O, Princeſs! he's a general, known, deceiver! 


Far may your fate divide you from his wiles! 
I could ſwell time, and wear away the ſun, 
In diſmal ſtories of his perjur'd loves. 


Re-enter the Dauphin. 


Dau. Curſes unnumber'd blaſt the cank*ry breath 
Of yon vile ſycophants ! I came too late ; 
The mean reſolve was paſt ;—my arts prevail*d not: 
The two Kings meet, and all my hopes are air. 

Har. Something mult be reſolv'd, that may prevent 
This dangerous treaty, or you're loſt for ever. 

Dau. Fear not, Ill manage all to our advantage; 
Bat let us waſte no moments; — here, within, 
I will inſtruct you further in my purpoſe. 


Now Fortune aid me, and inſpire my ſoul 
With force, theſe peaceful counſels to controul ; 
Meckneſs, tho? wiſe, fits, tottering, on a throne, 
And ſuffering kingdoms Kings falſe ſteps atone; 
In me let France her ancient fire reſume, 

Or cruſh me nobly in my country's doom, 
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Aer m. S:C'E'N-E I. 
SCENE, A French Pavilion. 


Princeſs, and Charlot. 


* 


PRINCESS. 


Charlot! how will this new trial ſhake me 
() What ſhall I do to arm my threaten'd mind 
Againſt th' aſſaults of madneſs ?—Tyrant duty 
Why are thy laws ſo binding! If obedience 


Muſt 
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Muſt thus be blind, then, ſure! command ſhou'd ſee. 
With eagle-ey'd diſcernment !| —— Unkingly father! 
As if, to offer me, were ſhame too gentle, 
Curſe on the bluſhful thought !—VI1 go to meet him 
Meanly obtrude my ſelf upon his ſcorn, 
And hear the bargain of my price debated! 
Is this to be a Princeſs ? periſh pride 
Oh let my baſe example teach the humble, 
How happy *tis to ſtand below ambition. 

Char. Were my poor counſel worthy your attention, 
There's yet a way, perhaps, to move the King ; 
His tenderneſs is equal to his fear, | ->f 
And may be mov'd to counterpoiſe your danger : 14 
Diſcloſe with ſpeaking tears, the fatal ſecret; 5 
Tell him how all your heart already fill'd, 
Has room for no new comer. 

Prin. Art thou mad? | 
That were a dreadful means to wound me deeper: 
The pride of ſtate wou'd then new-fire his anger, 
And I, by force, driv'n on to wed this monſter, 
This fighting dæmon in the dreſs of royalty! 
Shou*d loſe all hope once more to ſee the ſtranger, 
The lovely, unknown, conqueror ! —whoſe addreſſes, 
Whoſe, not to be deſcrib'd, unnam'd perfections, 
Twelve long months ſince firſt charm'd my liſt'ning ſoul, 
Spite of unequal birth, to wiſh him mine, 
And even tho' hated England gave him being. 

Char. There have I ſomething new to charm your hope 

with: | 

Led, by kind chance, among the ſhining train 
Of Engliſh youth, who came with Exeter, 
Occaſion gave me ſcope to form ſome queſtions, 
Which paſt as an unmeaning love of novelty : - 
I aſk*d what cavalier, ſome twelve months ſince, 
Glitt'ring with gems, outſhone by his behaviour, 
Came with the Earl of Weſtmoreland to France : 
Was call'd his nephew, thrice appear'd at court, 
Then vaniſh'd, on pretence of further travel: 
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By this deſcription, all, at once, agreed, 
That Owen Tudor was the perſon meant; 
And laviſh'd hours of rhetoric in his praiſes. 
Prin. Alas! did I not know all this before? 
England boaſts no ſuch charmer but her Tudor! 
This is not, what I hop'd, from thy beginning. 
Char. further learnt that Tudor's birth is ſuch 
As may intitle him to royal love; 
That fear d objection is of force no longer, 
When your great father ſhall perceive your flame, 
Burning, undim'd for an imperial offspring, 
Deriv*d from a long line of Britain's Kings. 


Prin. Ay ! this indeed ſtrikes luſtre thro* my ſorrows ! 


There's promiſe in this hope—O! gentle Charlot! 
Secret as death, conceal the dear intelligence, 

As a laſt prop to my endanger'd paſſion : 

Now, will I boldly meet this champion lover : 
This courtly Sir—who wooes in war, and thunder! 


Enter Dauphin. 


So, brother, will the King conſent to ſpare me ? 

Or muſt I ſtoop to ſee this ſhameful interview? 
Dau. You muſt excite your ſpirits to your aid, 

And bid a bold defiance to your bluſhes ; 

Pve try'd all arts, in vain, that reaſon teaches. 

Come ll muſt guide you to the liſts of love, 


And you muſt teach your charms new ways of wounding: 


The King will have your beauty take the field, 
And does not fear, he ſays, but you can conquer! — 
Him, whom our armies fly from, you muſt face. 

Prin. Yes—I will go; but not, as he expects me; 
PII face this foe of France, like France's daughter 
The woes of ruin overtake thoſe reptiles, 

Whoſe droniſh ſouls, bent under age or fear, 

Have thus miſled their maſter! Yes, my eyes 
Shall cart keen glances—but the wounds they give, 
Shall be of ſhame, not love 


A trumpet ſounds. 


Dau. 
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Dau. Hark ! that ſhrill trumpet's notice ſummons us! 
Now, ſiſter! rouze your gall ; and looſe thoſe ſtorms, 
Thoſe reſtleſs tempeſts, which, provok'd by ſcorn, 
Whirl, with impatient rage, round woman's ſoul : 
Fearleſs, defend the freedom of your choice, 

And, with bold innocence, aſſert your hate; 
P11 watch the riſing moments of occaſion, 
And aid your glorious purpoſe all I can. | 

Come—let us dare the brink of this rude precipice, 
Which, cutting off our way, muſt ſtop our journey, 

Or, being bravely leapt, make ſafety honourable. 
1 [ Exit. 


SCENE changes to a barrier, on a bridge, trumpets 
from both fades. 


Enter, on one part, the French King, on the bridge, at- 
tended by the Dukes of Orleans and Bourbon, &c. be- 
low : On the other fide of the bridge, King Henry, 
with the Dukes of Exeter and York, Scroop, Cambridge 
and Gray, below : 


[The Kings embrace over the bar.] 
Fr. King. The peace we wiſh for, ſmile upon this 


meeting! 

Health and the joys of a long happy life 
To our lov'd brother England !— Right glad we are 
Thus to behold your face; bleſs'd be the iſſue 
Ot this good day! that theſe contending kingdoms, 
England, and neighb'ring France ! whoſe chalky ſhores 
Look pale with envy at each other's happineſs, 
May, henceforth, ceaſe their hate, and plant accord! 
Till war no more advance her bleeding ſword, 
To prey on ſtrife between them 

K. Henry. To this, Amen. | 

Fr. King. Since we thus meet you, let it not diſgrace = 
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If I demand th* impediment, why Peace, Via 
Dear nurſe of arts! ſhou'd not in this beſt garden 
Of the fair world, lift up her lovely viſage ? 
Too plain, alas ! the marks of her ſhort abſence! 
Our vine, the merry chearer of the heart, 
Withers, unprun d; our hedges, ſhooting wild, 
Like careleſs pris'ners, overgrown with hair, 
Thruſt forth diſorder'd twigs; darnel, and hemlock, 
Root on our fallow lays, and ſpringing thick, 
Beneath the ſhade, hide the neglected culter. 

K. Hen. Not for delightin blood have we thus far 
Advanc'd our ſtandard in the eye of France; 


Our deep-lay'd purpoſe boaſts a nobler meaning : 


The eye of Kings ſhou'd watch their people s ſafety : 

And il ſhou'd I diſcharge the truſt, Heav'n lends me, 

If, fleeping o'er the wrongs, you do my country, 

I not demanded back the power, you hold, 

And turn, with threat'ning point, againſt our boſom. 
Fr. King. Of this, already, we have let you know 

Our thoughts and purpoſe ;—it remains, to weigh, 

If, by wide-differing means, we may not reach 

The end, we jointly aim at? Many arrows 

Come to one mark; far diſtant rivers flow 

Ten thouſand ways, yet meet in one main ſea | 

How many lines cloſe in the dial's center ! 

So, may our various purpoſes, at laſt, 

Meet i in one fix'd reſolve, and pleaſe us both. 


Enter the Dauphin on the bridge, leading the Princeſs in a 
veil, attended by Charlot. 


Our ſon, the Dauphin, has, we hear, of late, 

Fir'd with the firſt warm flaſh of provocation, 

Return'd defiance, with too fierce a throw; 

Young blood will boil; ———— and you ſo fam'd for 
courage, 

Will weigh that error light; — receive him, brother, 


As 


De Conqueſt of France. 253 


As one, who wiſhes peace, and ſeeks your love. 
Te [ Preſenting the Dauphin. 
Dau. Sir! Kings, and Fathers, claim a double right 
| [To King Henry, 
To tax our duty; and will be obey'd ;. 
I wou'd have met you with a warmer graſp, 
Had France been held by me; but ſince his will, 
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Who governs mine, holds back the edge of war, | 1 
And wou'd reach peace, by roads leſs ſharp, and rugged, b 
I greet your royal preſence ; and ſubmit | 1 
To meaſures, which 1 cannot, yet, approve. | 9 

K. Henry. Approve is mine — I'm yet your debtor, Sir, 1 


The time is near, when you, perchance, may feel, 

That wiſe defiance ſhould be arm'd with ſafety, 

And fierceneſs, wanting ſtrength, but gnaws herſelf. 
Dau. When that wiſh'd time 
Fr. King. Our ſon, reply no more; 

Daughter ! your hand. | 
Prin, Your pardon, 'Royal Sir! if I offend, 

Or ſeem to wrong the promiſe of my duty 

I came in forc'd obedience to your will, 

To attend this interview; but if your Majeſty 

Permits me to declare my ſecret thoughts 

Of England's King, our public enemy; 

Then, let that duty, which I owe my country, 

Inſpire me to confeſs, what fix'd averſion, 

What rooted hatred, nature bids me bear 

To him, of all mankind, the moſt abhorr'd ; 

Who brings deſtruction on to mark his way, 

And wooes the daughter with the father's ruin. 

Dau. Bravely declar'd, thou ſiſter of my ſoul! [ Aide. 
K. Hen. Sorry we ought to be, that war's offences 

Have made the fair our foe ;—you are an enemy, 

Whom we, ſpite of your being ſuch, can fear! 

Prin. Oh my high-beating heart ! *tis Tudor's voice ! 
K. Hen. In vain you ſhade your charms —— That 
lovely face, 


But purpoſe to repay the favour ſoon ; b 
f 
4 


* 
: N — N 0 . — 8 8 k n "ES P45 1 r n Cos an — "Si ut rt «> — «to +; 
ys * p : "* e : : - — 3 L £ #5 E 5. WH * * kW" "I f 1 S 3 wry A 
*. * 0 * » #3 ; BY + = . . - mug; 93 „ n 2225 rr 3 1 * . * S * 
4 2 4 , , I L '0 — ; : , =__ PR.” % — o he 7 - 
* 4 mY 4 2 — — pr” ; oY o < oat G " = m—_— 2 * — * 2 * — 1 3 * . > « — 
: a * 3 _— — * "> ww - — — ' * - <a _ = — a  - » 46 hc * a, N 283 
— 2 - = hs U * 4 < py » — _— — 7 2 
8 . — * * og * =o 2 & > - \ „ "4 — "_— * 7 — — * — of? — . 
- 4 _— _ 2 By _ — . . Dy, - x « * 331 x7 1 — op x N ' 2 4 . 22 E 
1 8 1 E B 2 2 — 2 _ te" PD — ——— — * .- 2 — IT — 2 — 8 22 


7 
1 Ones * 8 
— 5 * * — * — 


Hid, 


9 
- * 
Pc — 
* * W a 


2 


254 King HxxRY the Fifth : Or, 


Hid, as it is, remains no ſtranger to us; 
We wear your image, Lady ! on our heart. 

Prin. Tis he! —— — ''tis Tudor O! amazing 
a chance [ A/ide. 
Where ſlept my ſoul, that, at our firſt approach, 
It flew not forth to meet him ? Support me, Charlot, 
A ſudden miſt dances before my eyes. 
O, Charlot! this is he! Whom we thought Tudor 


[To Charlot, 


a > «dd wed 


Was Royal Henry! what a chance is this ? 
Let me lean on thee to devour his accents, 
And gaze him thro? at every word, he ſpeaks! 
K. Hen. Drawn by the ſoft remembrance of your charms, 
Which, in my late-loſt father's days, I ſaw, 
When, at your court, I was a gueſt unknown : 
In honour, Madam ! of your hoſtile beauty, 
I ſtopt th* impetuous progreſs of my arms 
Rein'd zz the vigour of impatient war, - 
And waſted Fortune's ſmiles, to gain this meeting : 
If I, now, liſten to the voice of peace, 
Whence mult it come, but from the call of love? 
When you, fair foe! ſhall try your wond*rous pow'r, | 
I cannot promiſe fame, t' oppoſe your will; 
The healing ſweetneſs of your ſoft command, 
Spread o'er your reſcued land, might quiet war; 
Might, like ſweet muſic's influence, ſtill your air; 
Might bid loud diſcord die away, before it, 
And drown th' inſpiring trumpet's ſhrill alarms. 
Prin. Foe, as you are to France, there ſhines methinks, 
A kind of manly merit in your meaning ; 
Something! T know not what, that courage charms with, 
Wakes my diſcernment to admire your worth, 
And, ſpite of my reſentment, bids me greet you, 
Bow to your virtues, and confeſs your glory : 
Cou'd my deſires incline your wills to peace, 
The unbrac'd drum ſhou'd ſleep, and the glad trumpet 
Fall its fierce hoarſeneſs, and intpire delight; 
All ſhou'd be calm, and while th' unruffled „ % 
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Huſh down the troubled ſwell of dying ſtrife, 
France ſhou'd no more, in her torn bowels, feel 
The ſtrong convulſions, which ſhe ſhakes with, now 
Fr. King. Why, that's well ſaid So ſpeaks the 
: ſex's ſoltneſs ; _ = x 
Your gentle natures were not fram'd for diſcord. . 1 
Dau. Siſter ! that miſt you talk'd of, has, I doubt, 1 


Riſen o'er your ſenſes, and obſcur'd your memory, 6: 
Sir! on my knees, ſince your too gracious nature 7 
[To abe French King. ol 


Stands bent to quiet, and o'ervalues danger z 1 
beg permiſſion to unfold a notice, 9 
The welcome import of whoſe ſmiling promiſe 
May rouſe your royal ſoul, to change its purpoſe. 
Fr. King. Riſe, and, with all juſt freedom, ſpeak your 
meaning. FH 
Dau. Even now, as I approach'd your royal preſence, 17 
Poſts, from our ſeveral camps, have brought intelligence, 4 
That theſe raſh Engliſh are inclos'd betwixt us ; 
Full fixty-thouſand French, this night, ſurround *em ! 3g 
Yet, at this glorious juncture, we ſubmit 
To loſe, in treaty, what is ours by arms. 
K. Henry. Enjoy, unenvy'd, that imagin'd benefit: 
Courage is poorly hous'd, that dwells in number: 
The lion never counts the herd about him, 
Nor weighs how many flocks, he has to ſcatter : 
My followers ſcarce are more, than one to ſix 
Of your incircling ſwarms ; — ſickneſs has ſhrunk us, 
And the enfeebled few, whom I command, | 
Are, now, ſcarce better, than as many Frenchmen 
Yet, when we pleaſe to move, we ſhall come on, 
Tho? France, conjoin'd with ſuch another neighbour, 
Stood in our way ;—now, even this night, we'll march! 
Paſſage left free, tis well! if 'tis diſputed, 
We ſhall your tawny plains, with your hot blood 
Diſcolour.— Now, you know our ſtate, and purpoſe. 
Fr. King. Advantage cannot change my love of peace, 
And yet I offer the propos'd conditions. ko 
en. 
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K. Hen. What, in my flow of fortune, I refus'd, 
Can never, in its ebb, deſerve acceptance. 
Dau. France has but ſlept, proud King, tho ſhe ſent 
*03 ©, gen? © 
Now ſhall thy puniſh'd folly ſhame thy weakneſs ; 
Now ſhalt thou praiſe our patience ;z——England's inſolence 
Shall bow beneath the ranſom of her pride ! 
I cannot ſee what chance can ſave thee now; 
Thou art ſo near the gulph, thou need'ſt muſt drive, 
Till catch'd, whirl'd round, and ſwallow'd |——There- 
fore, haſte, 
Remind thy followers of a ſhort repentance, 
That, from our vengeful fields, their ſouls aſcending 
May make a peaceful and ſedate departure, 
While their doom'd bodies, mould'ring on our plains, 
Enrich our harveſts, and atone thy miſchief. 
K. Hen. Madam! my heart had hopes, that your 
{weet voice 
Might, free from interruption, have decided 
The yet uncertain end of bloody war ; 
But this gay Prince, ambitious of diſtinction, 
Ill brooks, that any but himſelf ſhould talk. 
Sir !—it is well—your words are full of fire ! 
Take heed, the duſty field choak not the blaze: 
My ſurly ſoldiers cannot threaten thus; 
Their ſpeaking actions keep their valour ſilent, 
And when tneir ſwords find work, their tongues are idle; 
But for their bodies, many ſhall, no doubt, 
Find native graves ; and monuments, on which 
Witneſs of this day's work ſhall live in braſs: 
For thoſe, who leave their ſcatter'd bones in France, 
Dying like men, tho' bury*d on your dunghils, 
Even there, your ſun ſhall greet them with his "__ 
And draw their reeking honours up to heaven: 
But I grow proud ;—this air of France infects me 
And I am ſwell'd with your contagious vanity ! 
No more - when next we meet, our ſwords ſhall argue. 


Fr. King. Why then 'tis war !- 


Dau. 


— 
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Dau. Tis glory and revenge 


[Exeunt ſeverally the Kings, follow'd by the Engliſh 
| and French parties, | | 


Princeſs and Charlot come forward on the Stage. 


Prin. Now] what can flatt'ry find to give me comfort? 
Where are my proſpects now ? Did ever Fortune 
Thus ſend diſcovery in a flaſh of hope ! 
. Juſt to ſhow joy, then leave it loſt in darkneſs ! 
Char. How happy had your Highneſs now been made, 
Cou'd you have known, that all you wiſh*'d was Henry! 
Prin. Tormentor ! ſo they paint the puniſh'd fiends, 
Stung by an envy'd view of diftant heaven 
Now is war's raging tide again broke in, 
And all my hopes are ſwept away before it : 
O, cruel ! tantalizing ! curſe of fortune! 
In high-try'd malice juſt to ſhow him to me 
Juſt ro convince me what a bliſs *twou'd be, 
To have him mine; then, drag him ever from me 
Heav'n! —— how he talk'd! —— his words, like ſum- 
mer breezes, 
Ruffled, and fann'd at once my glowing ſoul : 
O! what a ſcorn of danger grac'd his eyes! 
What wanton gayneſs ſparkled in his ſmiles, 
And made even terror charming! Then his courage! 
With what a clear and equal fire it blaz'd ! 
Not blown about, or ſpread, by blaſts of anger : 
How manly, yet how tender, was his love | 
O! I ſhall die with ſhame of my own folly ; - 
Who ever labour'd thus to be undone, 
And courted her own miſery ? Who knows, 
If the two armies join, whether his breaſt 
May not be gor'd by ſome ill-guided ſpear, 
And his blood pay the price of my mittaking ! 
It is too much! O, Charlot! I am mad | 
: I cannot bear the thought! horror diſtracts me 


Char. Lord Scroop's young meſſenger not yet has left 
It, Vol. I. S Our 
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Our camp, but waits ſome letters from the Dauphin; 

Perhaps, if he were truſted with your wiſhes, 

He might propoſe ſome means 
Prin. Ha! — ſay no more 

For thou haſt ſtarted ſomething in my ſoul, 

That bears a form, too dreadful for deſcription. 

The letters, which my brother ſends, are meant 

To bring on treaſon, and inhuman murder 

The death of Henry was propos'd from England, 

And who can anſwer for my brother's hate ? 

Craſh the falſe traitors, all-avenging Heav'n ! 

But Heav'n is flow to puniſh—Let me think— 

Why may not I ?—I muſt—I will prevent it— 


Ages to come, when they ſhall hear the fame 
Of my juſt act, ſhall bleſs my living name; 
What tho? his arms my country's peace oppoſe ? 
All, who hate treaſon, and ſtrike gen'rous blows, 
Shall praiſe this deed, which I to honour owe; 
And, in the lover's cauſe, forget the foe, 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


SCENE, the Engliſl: Pavilion. 
King Henry, and Duke of Exeter, 
K. Henry. 


TJAROM the French camp! to ſpeak with me in 
| private 
What can it mean ?—and talks of traitors, faid you ? 
Exe. Brought to my tent, ſhe earneſtly aſſur'd me, 
I cou'd not more contribute to your ſafety, 


Than 
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Than by procuring her a private audience. 
EK. Hen. Admit her, uncle. [ Exit Dake of Exeter, 
A woman meſſenger from the French camp! 
There mult be myſtry in't——my waketul foul 
With ſudden hurry, beats th* alarm within me! 
Were J inclin'd to ſuperſtitious dreamings, 
Or apt to build on ſigns, or idle omens, 
There ſhou'd be danger near me, Welcome, Lady? * 


Enter C harlot. 


To what unuſual cauſe are we oblig d 
For your fair greeting? 

Char. If my trembling lis 
Can ſpeak the purpoſe of my beating heart, 
I, from the Princeſs Catharine, come to greet you 3 
Command a truſty guard to tollow me, 
And I will point out a diſcover'd traitor ; 
But loſe no time— the Lords of France, who came 
To guide me hither, ſtrangers to my purpoſe, 
Hold him, without, in unſuſpected conference: 
Haſte—leſt he *ſcape you, and your threaten'd life 
Be caught by ſudden danger 

K. Hen. Life | what life! 
Cool thy impatience, gentle Lady! ſtay, 
And temperately explain thy dark intention. 

Char. O] do not trifle with th* important moments: 
Give me a guard, and fave yourſelf from treaſon : 
The Princeſs gives you life, and bids me tell you, 
She will not over-rate the gen'rous merit; 

But hopes, that thus diſarming war's worſt meaning 
Entitles her to claim the thanks of peace. 
K. Hen. Uncle of Exeter 


Enter Exeter. 
Exe. What wills my Liege? 


K. Hen. Call me a choſen guard. [Exit Exeter. 
8 2 _Char. 
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Char One thing I had forgot ; 
The Princeſs, fearful, for her perſon's ſafety, 
Claims leave to paſs your interpoſing camp, 
And enter yon near caſtle, Agincourt 
This was my only known and public errand. 
K. Hen. She mall have royal, and illuſtrious welcome; 
The ſafety ſhe beſtows, ſhe muſt, command; 
We judge the occaſion happy, and we hope, 
The noble-minded Princeſs, paſſing near, 
Will honour us with licence to declare, 
What thanks our heart muſt owe her; for our words 
Wou'd ſully our conceptions, and deceive her 


Enter Exeter, with a guard. 


Go with this Lady, and obſerve her orders, 
And whom ſhe points you out, ſeize and ſecure. 
+ [ Exeunt omnes, but the King. 
My ſoul, with keen impatience, waits the iſſue 
Of this ſtrange notice—Treaſon ?—'tis impoſſible ! 
Whom has my ſhort reign wrong'd ? —what want a 
le, 

Whom health and plenty ſmile upon, at home, 
And whom, abroad, the fame of arms makes dreadful ? 
What wou'd complaint have more? Ill-judging 

vulgar! 
Were it not glorious to make millions happy, 
Who, that had ſenſe of bliſs, wou'd be a King! 
Th' unbuſied ſhepherd, ſtretch'd beneath the hawthorn, 
His careleſs limbs thrown out in wanton eaſe, 
With thoughtleſs gaze peruſing the arch'd heav'n's, 
And idly whiſtling, while his ſheep feed round him, 
Enjoys a ſweeter ſhade, than that of canopies, 
Hem'd in with cares, and ſhook by ſtorms of treaſon ! 


Re- enter 
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A very boy! treaſon in thee buds early 
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Re-enter Exeter. 


Now uncle ! what diſcovery ? 
Exe. Near your pavilion ſtood ſome French of figure ; 
And with them a fair Engliſh youth, whom oft 
[ have obſerv'd, and wonder'd at his beauty; 
The Lady mark'd him out, then took her leave, 
And as ſhe left, we ſeiz'd him 
K. Hen. Let him come in alone. 


Exeter goes out, and enter Harriet in confuſion. 


Who art thou? ſay —— to whom thou doſt belong? 
Silent ? Nay, then, there's guilt! Why art thou 
dumb? 
Come farther this way — if thou ſhun' the light, 
Thy deeds have darkneſs in them Immortal Heav'n! 
What is it, that I-ſee ? Canſt thou be Harriet? 
Har. Canſt thou be Henry, and alive to aſk it ? 
0! *tis with juſtice, Fate, thus, overtakes me, 
For having meanly linger'd in my vengeance ! 
High Heav'n will reach thee, tyrant! tho' I cannot; 
Since thy ſtill fortunate deceits protect thee ; 
Since perjur*d love does not alone upbraid thee, 
But thy eternal wiles win all alike, . 
And ev'n thy foes grow treacherous, and aſſiſt thee. 
K. Hen. But is it poſſible, that thou conſpir'ſt? 
That thou can'ſt wiſh me dead? | 
Har. Inſulting tyrant ! 
Cool, froſty-hearted monſter ! — wiſh thee dead? 
Why *tis the only glorious hope, I live for 
Think on the miſeries, thou haſt wrung my foul with; 
The biting ſhame, the never-dying anguiſh ! 
Think on the guilty arts, the oaths, the ſubtleties ! 
The endleſs, inexpreſſible, deceits! 
The wiles, and perjuries, which have undone me | 
Think on the feign'd endearments ! ſtudied graces! 
| 83 Falſe 
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Falſe ſmiles ! enticing raptures ! labour'd flatteries ! 
And all that nameleſs train of filent treacheries, 
Which help'd thy tempting tongue to make me wretched! 
Look back on all this dreadful pile of baſeneſs, 
And then, — Oh! Heav'n i if then thou dar'ſt look 
farther |! | | 
If frighted memory does not fly thy ſoul ; _ 
Think, in the bitter agonies of conſcience, 
What follow'd all this train of preparation: 
See me abandon'd to the laſh of ſhame ; | 
Turn'd out an object for ſharp-ey'd deriſion, 
By friends forſaken, and diſown'd by kindred : 
Wild, and diſtracted, with unconquer'd ſorrow ! 
Expos'd, to be the mirth of wiſer hypocrites, 
And ſtand the ſcorn-mark of the hooting world 
Death !—thou deſtroyer! think of this ! and then 
In the cool inſolence of pride, and majefty, 
Aſk me again — it I can wiſn thee dead ? 
K. Hen. Tis true, fair murd'rer! I have greatly 
wrong' d thee! R 
And, yet, not I—but what I once was, wrong'd thee : 
*Tis a fad theme, and reaſon trembles at it: | 
Yet, what can be—all, that weak words can give thee, 
And grief, and penitence, and ſhame, and love, 
All this fit down, and hear, to calm thy ſoul. 
[Takes her band, 
Har, Periſh that treacherous ſmoothneſs —— _ 
Unhand me, that my curdled blood, all chill'd, 
As at a ſerpent's ſting, when thou com'ſt near me, 
May flow in freedom, and give pow'r to curſe thee. 
r [ Breaks from bim. 
K. Hen. Have you not prudence? Arg you mad? 
Come hither ! 
I muſt, by gentle force, compel thy paſſion, 
Since reaſon cannot guide tempeſtuous ſorrow : 
Calm thy loud ravings—— It thy ſhame offends thee, 
Why wou'dſt thou thus proclaim it? Be wiſer, Harriet 
The quick-ear'd camp will ſpread the tell-tale * 
ay, 
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Nay, tis in vain to ſtruggle; ſit, and hear me, 
He forces ber into a chair, and fits deton by her. 
Sit, and be patient, while repentance pleads, 
And love's ſoft ſympathy condoles thy woe; 
As yet, this dreſs, and its too bloody purpoſe 
Conceal thee, and thou may'ſt be ſtill conceal'd. 
Har. What wilt thou do? Why doſt thou thus com- 
pel me, | 
Helpleſs, to liſten to the voice of ruin? 
[ Snatches at his ſword. 
Give me thy ſword—thy words have loſt all pow'r 
To give me comfort. Is that, too, deny'd me? 
Then I muſt hear thee ; hear thy baſe upbraidings ; 
Friendleſs, and deſtitute of all aſſiſtance, | 
Muſt fit, and tremble at my loſt condition : 
Yet, thou art guiltier far, than I can be ! 
O! thou wert born to pull down miſery on me, 
| [ Weeping. 
And, every way, to ruin and deſtroy me. 
K. Hen. If, in this dreadful conflict of thy ſoul 
Diſtracted Judgment holds her ruffled empire, 
Liſten, and mark what my ſad heart ſhall utter. 
Fatal our courſe of paſſion |! — Its effect 
Proves bitter but the cauſe was tend'reſt love 
Youth is unbridled, blind, and void of fear, 
Ever determin'd — deaf to the conſequence, 
And rolling forward upon pleaſure's byas: 
All youth is thus ——but mine was worſe than all! 
Wild, and diſorderly, beyond example ! 
Why did not thy diſcerning reaſon tell thee, 
A wretch, like me, deſerv'd no pity from thee ? 
How cou'd a madman's hurry weigh thy worth? 
But thou wilt ſay, my oaths, and vows deceiv'd thee ! 
Aſcribe that guilt to thy own pow'r of charming : 
When the blood boils, and beauty fires the foul, 
What will the tongue not ſwear ?—Diſcretion, then, 
Does, with a peacock's feather, fan the ſun ; 
Yet, in the midſt of all thoſe wild deſires, 
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Which then divided my impatient mind, 
Thou wert the warmeſt wiſh my ſoul purſu'd ! 
My love to thee was permanent, and ſtrong ; 
Thy beauties were my waking theme; and night 
Grew charming, by ſoft dreams of thy perfect ion. 
Were I, now, what I was, when Harriet bleſs'd me, 
Still were I hers — My love can never die 
And I think on thee, Harriet, with ſuch tenderneſs, 
As dying fathers bleſs their weeping ſons with : 
And were I not a King, thou ſtill wert happy. 
Har. Can'ſt thou, then, mourn the ſorrows, thou haſt 
caus'd me ? 
Am I {till lov'd ?—I thought thou hadſt deſpis'd me. 
K. Hen. Still I regard thee, with the ſame deſires ; 
Gaze, with the ſame tranſporting pleaſure, on thee, 
As when our bounding ſouls firſt flew together, 
And mingled raptures in conſenting ſoftneſs. 
But Kings muſt have no wiſhes for themſelves ! 
We are our people's properties! Our cares 
Mult riſe above our paſſions ! The public eye 
Shou'd mark no fault on Monarchs; *tis contagious |! 
Elſe I, to death, had borne the dear delight, 
And, bleſs'd in mutual tranſport, ſtill liv'd thine |! 
Call it not guilt then, *rwas a dire neceſſity ! 
And what remains is tend'reſt penitence, 
And wiſh'd atonement. — For the firſt, my ſoul 
In never- ceaſing anguiſh mourns thy miſery : 
Were the laſt poſſible, my love wou'd reach it 
Bur where the ill's incurable, how vain! 
To rack the ſuff rer with our uſeleſs cordials ! 
What I cou'd do, was done ; but thy diſdain 
Made fruſtrate all my watchings, o'er thy fortune 
And, now — -— 
Har. Enough; O! yet too lovely, Henry! 
My aking heart oppreſs'd, 'twixt joy and pain, 
Can bear no longer the fierce pangs it feels: 
Take, now - but bleſs me yet once more, ſay, Henry ! 
Once mine !—Doſt thou, with pity, think on * 
| K. Hen. 


<a. AS io f Soon an oo. 
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K. Hen. Pity's too mean a word to reach my woe; 
The grief, it gives me, to behold thee thus, 
Can but be felt ! ——*Tis not in language, Harriet, 
To clothe its mighty bulk with due deſcription. 

Har. Take, then, theſe letters, and be happy ſtill. 

5 Gives him letters. 
They will bring ſafety to thee; canſt thou pardon me? 
] ſhou'd have been conſenting to thy murder 
K. Hen. = {ad heart pardons thee, and hopes it from 
thee. Abo 
Har. Perhaps, when I go hence, we part for ever ! 
Pardon me, therefore, if I gaze upon thee ; 
My eyes may never more behold thy face 
The chilling call of death has warn'd me from thee, 
And I ſhall be at peace, ere long, and happy. 

K. Hen. O! let me kiſs away that mournful ſound, 

Har. Forbear—my ſoul, too fad to ſoften more, 
Shrinks from the fatal folly !-—much oblig'd 
By this forgiveneſs, which has bleſs'd my ruin 
By that kind pity, which you heal my woes with |! 

I have but one way left, to thank your goodneſs : 
I have one new diſcov'ry, yet, to make you 
| [Feeling in her pocket, 
Containing the laſt ſecret of my ſoul ; 
did not think, ſo ſoon to have diſclos'd it, 
But ſince, without it, you can ne'er be happy, 
I ſend it, thus — directed to my heart. 
| [ Draws a dagger, and ſtabs herſelf. 
K. Hen, Raſh girl! what haſt thou done? Uncle of 
2 Exeter 
Help me! Who waits without? Oh ! help! ſupport her! 


Enter Exeter, and York, 


Harriet! the injur'd Harriet, dies! — O, uncle 

Her catching graſp, by fits, ſtrives hard to hold me 
Her ftraining eyes halt burſt their watry balls! 
Vainly they glare, to ſnatch a parting look ! 


And 
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And love, convulſive, ſhakes her ſtruggling boſom : 

Care comes too late; — her quiv'ring lips grow pale; 

And frighted beauty, loth to leave its manſion, 

Ebbs ſlow, with the unwilling blood, away: 

O] ſee, the fatal fruits of guilty love | 
Exe. The ſudden wonder ſo confounds my thoughts, 

I know not what advice to give your grief: 

Poor Harriet! was it thee, I ſeiz'd for treaſon ? 
York. os waits there? Gently take away this 

75 
Place it within, till you have further orders; X 
The mournful object will but feed his ſorrow. 


[They carry off the boy, 
K. Henry, opens and reads the letters. 


EK. Hen. O uncles ! here is treaſon will ſurpriſe you 
Letters to ſome, moſt near us, from the Dauphin, 
Concerning a large ſum of gold, in bribe, 
For our intended murder, when the French 
Shou'd firſt join battle with us.. 
Exe, Heav*n forbid 
That ſuch falſe traitors ſhou'd be near your perſon. 
York, Have not the villains names ? 
R. Hen. Wou'd ye believe? Scroop ! 
Exe. Lord Scroop ! your boſom favourite! 
York. Is this poſſible ? 


K. Hen. Cambridge, and he, ,join'd with Sir Thomas 


Gray ! | 
Theſe letters lay all open : their delivery 
Was the laſt token of poor Harriet's love: 
How falſe, and ſlippery, are the wills of men! 
———- Admit the council; we'll take inſtant care 
To cruſh this treaſon ; for the reſt in hand, 
Delay we, till to-morrow, all debate. 


Enter 


= 


2 
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Euter Scroop, Cambridge and Gray, with others ; wwho, 9 
with the King, Exeter, and York, fit down at the | 4 
table, | * 


K. Hen. Surrounded, as we are, give us your thoughts, 23 
q My faithful friends! for, ſure, none here have caule 4 
To wiſh us evil !—Think ye, the troops, we head, 1 
: Will cut their paſſage thro* th* oppoſing Frenchmen ? > 
Scroop. No doubt they will, if each man do his beft. | 
K. Hen, Can we doubt that ? | 
Cambr. There's not a ſingle heart in your whole 
| army, 

That gives not full conſent to all your wiſhes. 

Gray. Never was Monarch more belov'd, and fear'd, 
Than is your Majeſty—— There's not, I think, 

Among your happy millions, one griev'd ſubject. 

Scroop. The men, who were your father's enemies, 4% 
Have ſteep'd their gall in honey ; and obey you, 
With hearts brimful of duty, and of zeal. 

K. Hen. We judge no leſs - Uncle of Exeter |! 
Enlarge the man committed yeſterday, 
For railing at our perſon; — we conſider, 

It was exceſs of wine, that puſh'd him forward, * 
And, on more ſerious thoughts, we pardon him. ue. 

Exe. Your Majeſty is rich in clemency ; | 

And *tis a princely virtue 
Tork. Kings, not more 
By pow'r grow dreadful, than rever'd for mercy. 

Screop. Yet mercy, ſometimes, ſavours of ſccurity; 
Preſumption ſhou'd be puniſh'd, leſt example 
Spread by forbearance. 

K. Hen, Oh! let us ſtill be merciful ! 

Cambr. So may your Majeſty, yet puniſh, too. 

Gray. You ſhow great mercy, if this fellow lives, 
After due taſte of ſharp correction. 

Exe. O! do not thus, with cruelty's keen breath, 


Blow off, and ſcatter, the ſweet dew of mercy ; 
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When, from the heav'n of pow'r, that ſoft rain falls, 
The thriving ſtate looks freſh z dominion proſpers, 
And parch'd rebellion ſhuts her drowthy gapings. 
Mercy is the becoming ſmile of juſtice ; Ki 4 
This makes her lovely, as her rigour dreadful : 

Either, alone, defective: but when join'd, 

Like clay and water in the potter's hands, 

They mingle influence, and together riſe, 

In forms, which neither, ſeparate, cou'd beſtow. 
Scroop. Well has his noble Grace of Exeter 

Declaim'd on mercy | Mercy is a topic, 

Copious and fair; but men, who counſe] Monarchs, 

Muſt ſmile at naked Nature's moral dreams, 

And, ſkill'd in manly rigour, caſt off pity : 

Pity ! that waſter of a Prince's ſafety |! 

What ! ſhall a villain hind defy his King ? 

Spurn at his laws, and then cry—Help me, mercy ! 

I wau'd have us'd my Sov'reign like a ſlave, 

And, therefore, muſt have mercy - Out upon't ! 

*Tis the prieſt's rattle ! Heav*n's ambroſial diet 

Too thin a food for mortals !—Men wou'd ſtarve on't : 

Mercy is ſoft, indeed, as his Grace ſays, 

And ſo is rottenneſs in hoarded fruit 

Yet, is ſuch ſoftneſs ſo far wide of adding 

To the fruit's value, that, if not cut off, 

It ſpreads contagion, and o'er-runs the ſound. 
Gray. Th' advice is juſt, and I ſtand up to ſecond it. | 
Cambr. He cannot love the King, who c ounk.1s | 

mercy. 
K. Hen. My Lords ! your too warm love and care of 

Are heavy oriſons againſt this wretch : 

But, if ſmall faults, ariſing from diſtemper, 

May not be wink'd at, how muſt we ſtretch our eye, 

When capital, cool crimes, ripe and digeſted, 

Shall come before us ;— We'll howe'er enlarge him. — 

Now, to our other buſinels----our French cares. 

We have thought fit to name three new REEL” 

or 


| 
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For what, the written cauſes here will ſhow : 
My Lord of Cambridge, there is one for you ; 
T bs, Scroop, is yours ; this yours, Sir Thomas Gray ! 
Read them and know, I know your worthineſs ! 7 
{ Gives them the Dauphin's letters. 
Look! how they change! Why, how now, Gentlemen? 
What find you in thoſe papers, that you thus 
Loſe your complexions ? 
Cambr. Sir, I confeſs my fault; and *rwere in vain, 
Now, to deny what may be prov'd too plainly ! 
Gray. I, alſo, own my guilt. 
Scroop. We throw us on your mercy. 
K. Hen. Mercy? Dare mercy's foes ny claim to 
mercy ? FA 
You muſt not dare, for ſhame, to think of mercy ! 
Your own advice turns ſhort upon yourſelves, 
And worries you, as dogs devour their maſters, 
Why ſhou'd you reap a good, you envy others? 
See you, my noble Lords, theſe Engliſh monſters ! 
My Lord of Cambridge, here; -you all remember, 
How he has ſhar'd our favour ; — yet this man 
Has, for a worthleſs ſum of ſhameful gold, 
Conſpir'd to kill us in the cauſe of France! 
So has this Knight, tho' no leſs bound to us, 
By acts of grace, than Cambridge But, Lord Scroop! 
What ſhall I ſay to thee? Thou, who didſt bear 
The key of all my counſels ? Thou, who might'ſt 
Have coin'd my crown out into gold, to ſerve thee ! 
Canſt thou wiſh death to Henry? s it poſſible, 
That foreign hire can bribe my Scroop againſt me ? 
If that vile demon, who ſeduc'd thee thus, 
Shou'd, with his lion gait, walk round the world, 
He might return and ſay to his fellow fiends! 
I cannot, in my boundleſs compaſs, find 
One foul ſo eaſy, as that Engliſhman's ! 
O! how haſt thou, with jealouſy, infected 
The confidence of DOOR ?—A guard here inſtantly! 


Enter 
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Enter a guard. 


Touching our perſon ſeek we no revenge ; 

But we our kingdom's ſafety muſt ſo tender, 
Whoſe ruin you have ſought, that to her laws 
We muſt deliver you Go, bear *em hence, 


[Exeunt Scroop, Cambridge, and Gray, guarded, 


Exe. This, as an earneſt of Heav'n's favour, promiſes 
A glorious iſſue of our noble enterpriſe. 
York. So black a treaſon, ſtrangely brought to light, 
Removes a dang'rous rub, from England's way. 
| [A trumpet ſounds, 


Exeter, looking out. 


The Princeſs, in her way to Agincourt, 
Enters your royal camp, and paſſes nigh. 


Enter Princeſs, 2with C harlot, and attendants. 


EK. Hen. Inſtruct my wiſhes, fair and generous enemy 
What ſhall I do to thank you as I ought ? 

You have, in ſpite of fortune, conquer'd me, 

And I grow weak in arms, as love grows ſtronger. 
Prin. Tho“ by the duty which I owe my country, 

I muſt perforce regard you as a foe ; 

Yet cou'd I not permit ſuch worth to fall 

By treaſon, which by arms I ought to wiſh 

O' erthrowyn - but ſhou'd be glad to ſave, ev'n there. 
K. Hen. From honour's leſſons I have learnt to 

know, 

That he, whoſe life you ſav'd, ſhou'd live for you: 

I thought when, in your father's court, I firſt 

Fed my devouring eye with your perfection; 

I thought, fond novice, and unlearn'd in love! 


I then 
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then felt paſſion, which cou'd ne'er be heightenꝰd; 
But now, inflam'd by growing admiration, | 
As I come nearer your amazing excellence, 
Dazzled with luſtre, I adore your virtue, 
Feel your whole influence, and am loſt in love. 
Prin. It pleaſes me, that you thus own my favour ! 
This noble gratitude adorns your nature | 
[ hope I ſhall not vainly put to trial 
1 This generous temper of your royal ſoul : 
tf lam half fo dear to Henry's wiſhes, ' 
As his too-flatt'ring tongue has painted me, 
He will not, cannot, then deny my prayer: 
Accept the terms my father lately offer'd, 
And pay me back the debt you owe my care. 
K. Hen. That were to prove unworthy your regard. 
 [ Alarm ef drums, trumpets, and ſbouts. 


Enter Exeter. 


Exe. The French advance, on ev'ry ſide, upon us, 
Spreading, like miſts, they cloud the neighb'ring hills ? 
The Dauphin heads them; and they come determin'd, 
To force us on a battle. gy 

Prin, Reſtleſs brother 
Unhappy accident | ——O ! Royal Henry ! 

How ſhall my wiſhes ſpeak, divided thus ? 
Kind Heav'n, at leaſt, watch o'er thy noble perſon! 
And ſhield thee from the danger of the battle ! 

K. Hen. The night comes on: and *twere a braver part, 
To have their courage witneſs'd by the morning, 
Madam ! you fee, 1 am not fond of blood, 

Your furious brother throws himſelf upon me, 

to And if his country bleeds, he gives the wound: 
Whate'er the doubtful chance of war may be, 
bear ſuch memory of your excellence, 

As cannot die, but with me— Uncle of Exeter ! 
Be it your care to ſee the Princeſs ſafe, 


1 
nen 
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To Agincourt's near caſtle——— May you live 8 
Long to adorn the world with your perfections lea 
Prin. Farewel ! and if we never more muſt meet, no 
Think tis our r and not my choice divides us. * 


I[Exeunt Princeſs, C __ and ee 


5 nter Duke of York. 


R. Hen. Who's that? good York! 

York. York, on his aged knees, 
Moſt humbly begs, — the proud foe comes s ON, 
He may command your vanguard. 

K. Hen. Gallant York | 
Take, and enjoy, with glory, thy brave wiſh. 

Night's ſable ſcene is now ſo cloſely drawn, 
The foe, however raſh, muſt wait the dawn; 
Then ſkill in arms aſſift my lab'ring brain, 
And give that conqueſt, valour ſcarce cou'd gain : 
The ſouls of leaders muſt inſpire their bands, 
For all war's fate lies in the General's hands. 


. |S ©EN'E' I. 


SCENE, à large champain, with the Caſtle of Aga 


court at a diſtance : on the one fide, the Engliſh camp; 
on the other, the French. 


Enter, on the French fide, the Dauphin, Orleans, and 


Bourbon. 


BOUR BON. 


AY, never go about to diſpute it; tis the beſt ar- 
mour in the world. 


Orl. The armour is excellent; but then rob not my 
horſe of his due. 


Dal. 


70. 
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Dau. Will it never be morning? My Lords of Or- 
leans and Bourbon ! you talk of horſe and armour; I'll, 


not change my horſe for a diadem — Cha-ha—cha-ha - 


— he bounds from the earth, as if his entrails were 
bares! He's the horſe of the Muſes! the Pegaſus !—with, 
noſtrils of fire ! When I once get aſtride him, I ſoar! I'm 

a hawk.!——He trots thro” the air; the earth ſings when 
he touches it, and. the baſeſt horn of his hoof is more. 
muſical than the harp of Apollo. 

Orl. He's of the colour of a nutmeg. | 

Dau. And of the heat of the ginger! Tis a beaſt for 2 
Perſeus ! pure air and fire The dull elements of 
water and earth never appear in him, but only inpatient 
ſtillneſs, while I mount him. Ie is indeed a horſe, 
and all others of his kind, you may call jades. 

Bour. Indeed, my Lord it is a moſt abſolute, and 
excellent horſe ! 

Dau. He is the prince of i ; bis neigh 
Is like the bidding of a Monarch, and his countenance 
enforces homage, 

Orl. Well, but enough of him, Couſin! 

Dau. Pſha the man has no wit, who can't, from 
the riſing of the lark, to the lodging of the lamb, vary 
deſerv'd praiſes on my paltry | The theme is as fluent as 
the ſea ! Turn the ſands into eloquent tongues, and my 
horſe will be argument for them all! — Will it never be 
day? —— I will trot him to-morrow, a mile and an half, ä 
and my way ſhall be pav'd with Engliſh faces. | 

Orl. I wou'd it were morning; for I wou'd fain be 
about the ears of the Engliſh ! 

Bour. Who'll go to hazard with me for twenty priſoners? 

Dau. Alas, poor Harry! he longs not for the dawn- 
ing, as we do! What a wretched, peeviſh, fellow is this 
King of England, to mope with his fat-brain'd te 
lo far out of his Knowledge? 

Orl. If the Engliſh had any Carne they wou'd 


run away, 


Vol. I. BEE. Bour. 
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'Bour. That iſland n breeds very valiant 
maſtiffs 1. 108 0 | 

Dau. Fooliſh curs =—— that run wiking i into the 
mouth of a bear, and have their heads ctulh'd, like x 
rotten apple; you may &en as well ſay, tis a valiant flea 
that dares breakfaſt on the lip of a lion. 

Orl. Juſt! — juſt ! — and the men, too, are much 
akin to the maſtiffs! rough, and robuſt, in com. 
ing on; but they leave all their wit with their wives ;— 
and then give them great meals of beef, and iron and 
ſteel, and they'll eat like wolves; and Gght like devils. 

Dau. Ay; but theſe Engliſh ate ſhrewdly out of beef, 
Come, now we'll in, 'tis about two oclock, 
And let me fee, by ten, | | 
We ſhall have, each, a hundred Engliſhmen. [Exennt, 


Enter King "OW | POE the French fide. 


K. Hen. Willing to view 'em near, I've been endanger'd 
Beyond a leader's prudence— here I am ſafe : 
Ts me look back awhile; and pauſe for thought. 
The night wears off with flow and heavy pace; 
Now, creeping murmur and the poring dark, 
Fill the wide veſſel of the univerſe : 
From camp to camp, thro” the thick ſhade of night, 
The hum of either army ſtilly ſounds ! 
The out- fix d centinels almoſt receive 
The ſecret whiſpers of each others watch: 
Fire anſwers fire; and thro? their paly flames, 
Each battle ſees the others umber'd face! 
Steed threatens ſteed in high and boaſtful neigh, 
Piercing the night's dull ear: and from the tents, 
The armourers, accompliſhing the Chiefs, 
With clink of hammers cloſing rivets up, 
Give dreadful note of preparation: 
The country cocks crow. round us mournful bells, 
From diſtance, fend their flow and ſolemn ſounds —— 
The luſty French invite the drowſy morning; id 
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Proud of their numbers, and ſectre in ſoul, 

They the low-rated Engliſh play at dice for!“ 

My poor, eondemn'd, and thoughtful lone | 
Sit, patiently, round- their feral watchful} res. ö 8 = 
And inly ruminate the morning's nen 
Their lank, lean cheeks, fad air; "and war. vorn cbt, 
Preſent them to the diſtant gazing Moon 

So many horrid ghoſts Ohl thou Supreme! ah 
Thou! in whoſe hand alone lies victory)! 
Thou Maker of the ſoul, that bows before ther! 
judge *twixt my foes ind me - If thou decree'ſt 
To dies me with the pow'r of bleſſing otliers 
Preſerve my life, for all my people's ſafety 

But, if my death can free my dear- lov d country 
From any deep diſtreſs my life might cauſe her, 

Oh, then ! accept me, as my ſubjects facrifice, 

And 1 have liv'd enough —- ſafe, in thy hands, 

| reſt, —— Receive me, if I'm doom'd to fall!“ 

And, if to triumph, guide me! — Uri. 


* 


Enter Duke of York and ge, meeting Exeter 
and Soldiers. 5 


York. Stand! — Who goes chete F 
Exe. The Duke of Exertr er. 
York. Saw you the King, my Lord? | 
Exe. He, royal Captain of our ruin'd band? 
Walks out from watch to watch, from tent to tent, 
Bids all good morrow, with a gentle 61 
And calls them brothers, friends, and countrymen: 
Upon his royal face there is no note, 
How dread an army has ſurrounded him; 
Nor does he dedicate one jot of colour | 
To the o'er-watch'd and weary: night but looks 
Freſh and ſerene, and covers apprehehſion 
Wich chearful air, and ſmiling majeſty, 
That every wretch, pining and pale before, 
Scholding him, plucks comfort from his lcoks. 


2 York. 
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York. Oh! he's a able King! good Hun Protec 
him! 90 38 
Of fighting men they have, full ſixty, thouſand) 
Exe. That's five to ont-mbelides they are all freſh! - 
York. Heaven's arm ſtrike with us! —:tis a ſoxrful odds 
O! Exeter, farewel | zemhrace we cloſe, 
If we no more meet, ti we meet in begern., 
Then joyfully, my noble nend and ien 
Adieu, for ever! Band Story 
Exe. Noble York, [LS $$ 
O, that we now had here but one ten 3 
Of thoſe i in England, who do no e er 


Baur King Henry... 


K. Hen. Whence was that froidlek wit, my uncle 
Exeter 
No! my good uncle! if we are mark'd to die, 
We are enough for loſs!— and, if to live, 
The fewer men, the greater mare of honour ! 
I am not covetous of gold or plunder, 
Gay outward things dwell not in my deſires : 
But if it be a ſin to covet honour, 
I am the moſt offending ſoul alive. 
No; pr'ythee, wiſh not one man more from England; 
Let eaſy paſsports make the fearful ſafe. 
We wou'd not die in that man's company, 
Who fears his fellowſhip to fall with us ; 
Uncle! what day is this ? 

Exe. St. Criſpin's day. 

K. Hen. He who outlives this day, and comes ſafe home, 
Will rouſe him, at St. Criſpin's well-known name; 
The man, who ſees this day, and lives old age, 

Shall yearly, on the vigil, feaſt his neighbours, 
And ſay, tæ morr is ; St. Criſpin's day ! 

Then will he Arp his ſleeve, and ſhow his ſcars, 

Old, as he ſhall be then, he'll not forget 

What feats he did this day then ſhall our names, 
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4 
Familiar in his mouth, as houſhold words, Ir 110 b 
Harry the King, Bedford and Exeter, 1 
Warwick and Talbot, Saliſbury, York, and Gloſter ! _— N 
Be, in his flowing cups, freſhly Smember's! 0 
This ſtory ſhall the good man teach his ſon, ig 
And Criſpin's day, henceforth, ſhall ne'er go by, 9 


But we ſhall be remember'd in it we, 

We few, we happy few | we band of brothers! 5 

For he, to-day, who ſheds his blood with me, of 

Shall be my brother, be he ne'er ſo mean "BBY 
Exe. Now ſhall our country's courage meet a danger, "0 

Worthy her warrior's wiſhes. nw. 
K. Henry. Out-number'd, as we are, beyond proportions 1 

Solely to truſt our valour, were but raſhneſs! 

Diſcretion weighs the utmoſt grain of danger : 

The ground we cover, by yon village fenc'd, 

Secures our rear; — on either flank, ſtrong hedges, 

And deep-trench'd ditches guard us from approach: 

Line theſe with choſen bands of Engliſh archers, 1 

And let Sir Walter Orpington command them; 

Cloſe let them ſhrowd their terror, till the French, 

Strong in fierce cavalry, come pouring on, 

To break our front: then let our archers riſe, 

And drifted clouds of death-wing'd arrows gall 

Their open flanks — hence will diforder follow, 

And, ſpreading dreadful, mix their troops together: 

Be chat, brave York | the ſignal for your onſet; 

Furious, attack, and making inroad thro? them, 

O'er the caſt horſemen, break upon their foot, 

And tread down number, weak'ried by confuſion : 

What more we wou'd have done, ſhall, as we pals, 

Be order'd. — This way, uncle Exeter | Exennt. 


Euter Orleans and Bourbon. 


Orl. Well, couſin Bourbon, is the foe embattled ? 
Bour. When will the long'd-for trumpet ſound to horſe ? 


Do but behold yon poor and half. flarv'd band, 
* Our 
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Our ſhow-dreſs'd war will ſuck away their fouls, 
And leave them but the-ſhells——the huſks of men 
There is not work to buſy half our hands 3 | 
Scarce blood enough in al their ſickly veins, 
To give each ſword a ftain——we need but blow on em, 
The vapour of our valour will o' erturn em. 

Orl. Tis poſitive, beyond exception, couſin! 
That our ſuperfluous crowds, who ſwarm unuſeſul, 
About our ſquares of battle, were enough 
To clear the field of ſuch a weak'ned foe. 


Enter the Dag phin. 


Dau. Sound out the note to mount, ha, ha, ha. 
couſins! [ Sound o bo 
Yon iſland carrions, deſperate of their bones, 
III- favour'dly become the morning field: 
Their ragged curtains poorly are let looſe, 
And our air ſhakes them, paſſing ſcornfully : 
Big Mars ſeems bankrupt, in their beggar'd hoſt, 
And, faintly, thro* a ruſty bever peeps : 
Their horſemen fit unmov'd. and the poor jades 
Lob down their heads, drooping the hide and hips; 
And in their pale, dull mouths, the mouldy bit 
Lies foul, with chew'd graſs, ſtill, and motionleſs; 
And their executors, the knaviſh crows, | 
Fly o'er them, all impatient for their hour. 
Bour. They've ſaid their pray'rs, poor eren and 
ſtay for death. 
Orl. In mere compaſſion, we ſhould ſend Wen dinners; 
Theſe Engliſh hate to die with empty ſtomachs. 
Dau. See! my guard waits me yonder ! - 
the field 


Come, the ſun's high, and we outwear the day. [ Exeunt, 


on, to 


Scund 
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Sound of 4 charge, with drums, trumpets, &c. 
The Genius of England riſes, and _ 7 


SONG. 


Earth of Albion ! open wide : 
And give thy riſing Genius way ! 

Swell with — trumpet, and triumph with pride, 
At the glorious renown of this day! 
Look! Gebolg? the marching lines ! 
See ! the dreadful battle joins ! 

Hark ! like tuo ſeas, the ſhouting armies meet ! 

Echoing hills the ſhock repeat 

And the vale rings beneath their ruſhing feet. 


Now, hoarſe and ſullen beats the dead, deep drum, 
And mourns in ſad, flow ſound the overcome |! 
Now, thick*ning loud, inſults the ranks, that yield, 
And rolls a rumbling thunder round the field 
Now the trumpet's forill clangor enlivens deſpair, 
And, in circles of joy, floats, alarming in air 
Till the wind, become muſical, charms, as it blows, 
And inflames, and awakens, the foes ! 
Hark ! bark! "tis done! 
The day is won | 
They bend! they Greak ! the fainting Gauls give way ! 
And yield, reluctant, to their victors ſway 1 _ 
"Ho appy Albion! ſtrong to gain 
Let union teach thee, not to win in vain ! 


Enter in confuſion, Dauphin, Orleans, and Bourbon. 
Dau. Death to my hopes! all is confounded, all! 
| Reproach, and everlaſting ſhame, 
Sit mocking on our plumes! O! damn'd witch, TRENT 


Let us not run away. 
Orl. Why, all our ranks are broke. 
Bour. O! ſhame, beyond example! let us ſtab ourſelves! 


Are theſe the wretches, whom we play'd at dice for ? 


H 


24 Orl. 


280 King HEN RV the Fifth: 'Or, 
Orl. Is this the King, we ſent to, for his ranſom ? 


Dau. Shame, and eternal ſhame! nothing, but ſname! 


Let us, once more, fly in, ruſn back again; 
Diſorder, that has ſpoil'd, befriend us now: 
Let us on heaps, go die, and hide our re 
Bour. We are enough yet living in the field, 
To ſmother up the Engliſn in our throng, 
If any order might be thought upon. 
Dau. Confound all order now I'll to the orefe 
Let life be ſhort, or- ſhame will be too long. [Exeunt, 


After l . enter lig Henry, e and ſoldiers. 


Exe. The Duke of Vork commends him to your Majeſty, 
K. Hen. Lives he, good uncle!—thrice, within this hour, 
I ſaw him down, thrice up again, and fighting; 
From. helmet to the ſpur, all blood he was. | 
Exe. In which array, brave ſoldier | now he lies, 
Hack'd, and trod in, by the o'ertrampling horſe, 
Larding the plain: and by his bloody ſide, 
Yoke-fellow to his honour-giving wounds, 
The noble Earl of Suffolk alſo lies: 
Suffolk firſt dy'd ; and York, all haggled over, 
Comes to him, where, inſteep'd ; in gore he lay, 
And graſps him by the neck — kiſſes the gaſhes, 
That Voodily did yawn upon his face; 
Then, cries aloud, Stay for me, couſin Suffolk 
My foul ſhall keep thine company to heav'n, 
As in this glorious, and well-fought field, 
We kept together, —On theſe words, I came, 
And cheer'd him up; he ſmil'd me in the face, 
Reach'd me his hand, and with a feeble gripe, 
Said, Dear my Lord 1 commend me to my Sov”reign | 
Groaning, he turn'd, and over Suffolk's neck 
He threw his wounded arm, and kiſs'd his lips; 
And fo, eſpous'd to death, ſeal'd with his blood 
A teſtament of noble-ending love! | 
The moving and ſweet manner of it, forc' d 


A flood 
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A flood of grief, which I wou'd fain have ſtop'd, 
But had not left ſo much of man about me; 
For all my mother came into my eyes, 
And gave me up to tears. 

K. Hen. I blame you not; 
For, hearing this, I muſt perforce, compound 
With wat'ry eyes, or mine will guſh out too. 


Enter Bourbon. 


Exe. The Duke of Bourbon, from the French, my Liege! 
K. Hen. Come you again for ranſom ? 
Bour. No, great King 
come for free, and charitable licence, 
That we may wander o'er this bloody field, 
To book our dead : and ere we bury them, 
To ſort our nobles from our common men ; 
This my firſt errand, Sir : 
His Highneſs, the Prince Dauphin, comes to greet you, 
And wou'd, if ſo your Majeſty permits, | 
Propoſe new terms, and meet in friendly parley. 
K. Hen. Our ear is ever open to the call 
Ot honourable peace. He has ſafe conduct. 


Enter the Dauphin, the Princeſs Catharine, and Orleans. 


Dau. Once more victorious, and high-fated Henry, 
We meet — Our ſiſter, anxious after peace, 
And our dread Sovereign, and imperial father, 
Committing to our care the public ſafety, 
We come, with mighty, tho' unwilling wonder, 
To own the hand of Heav'n in your ſucceſs : 
Ten thouſand French lie breathleſs on the field, 
Of whom but fifteen hundred common men! 
On your ſide, if the ſtrange report not errs, 
Beſides the Duke of York and Earl of Suffolk, 
None elſe of name—— and of all other men, | 
But five and twenty. —— Heav'n! thy arm was here 
When, in plain ſhock, and even play of battle, 
Was ever known ſo great, ſo little loſs ? 


But 


4 
4 
1 
fi 
" 
1 
48 
9 
U 
a 
4:63 
1 
Lo 
N 
? M 
+ FS 
j 


o 
ag 3 Be 
2 — pry 2 
* . Fa _ 4 
— — a 
- r 
1 0 * 
— av \ = 


pom a = be uf N * 3 * * 1 1 * -* N = . oy " Cy 
N 0 0 — — 2 5 — WJ x — * 5 67 
f ph : N i —_ - 3 \ PI; A 37 * - * . „ % 5 — 2 —— — . "A 
1 OBE, + 2 — P 1 3 N. — 2 - 4 2 — * 
5 — * » 2 q 1 . - 5 — 7 a - 5 * - 2 > 2 9 - pet >= : 1 
» "— mt > 2 — D . FY p 2 3 * — r * CY, <5” * ab MN 2 fy = % 
"I - 2 . — 228 * Lt -_ IV "a 4 = 8 £ 1 > = bs l l hs vw. A — <-—oggt dt ak, — 4 we — 1 - > 4% 
— 3 _— —— 8 4 ; _— . * a Sy” * "4 wr 10 — & — - w_ - —_ CEO * . 
— _—_ - — - . . - TE 8 8 
1 — * » — L n . p 2 8 " . "0. \ _ = - S.. 6 2 — 2 OY —— NY % 
. 9 hne Ks 1 — Yn be" * . - E-& » 1 
—— —Px— 2 8 — 3 > * Cr 


© tl Yd i ad Da HOO EC Ps; 


+ — 


p ” 2 © 1 * FI + 
2 — 2 
FE, 2 4 — « — - 
TY . | 2 K go 
7 — _ « * * 2818 * * wg 
r — ꝓ r ²˙ I OS 


—— — — — _ 


N Mee . 


_ ts 22 A * 
— 7 2 * _ * 8 , 
3 — * — - 
+ cad ac — — 


©” r — by 
A 


282 King Henry the Fifth. 
But we've not loſt to vou the ſhame of loſing, | 


Is overpaid by ſuch a victor's glory. 

Stand in my place; be Regent over France, 

Ev'n while my father lives and when his days 

Reach their nigh period, reign— and join the kingdoms! 

Take my lov'd ſiſter, and be happy, ever! 

For me, prophetic hope foreſhews me comfort ! 

J ſhall not long ſurvive my ſquander'd fame. 

Siſter! farewel;—the reſt we leave to you. ¶ Exit Dauphin. 
K. Hen. The Prince, high-minded, ſwells with gen'rous 

ſorrow, | | 

And *twere to injure him, to urge him back. 

Now, ſince I call theſe matchleſs beauties mine, 

Peace ſhall break out, and with enliv'ning luſtre, 

.Chaſe moiſt affliction from the widow's eye; 

All ſhou'd be bleſs'd and gay, when you thus ſmile; 

Nature ſhou'd dance with joy, when Love and Peace, 
Thus twin'd together, ſhade the ſhelter'd world, 

Prin. O] noble Henry! ſpite of that eſteem, 

Thy glitt'ring virtues ſtrike my wond'ring ſoul with! 

Some ſighs muſt be allow'd to ſad reflection, 

How dear our promis'd joys have coſt our country. 
K. Hen. The tender woe becomes thy gentle nature; 

Compaſſion is the humbleſt claim of miſery, 

And they, who feel not pity — taſte not love. 

Uncle of Exeter! ſend out to ſtop 1 

Purſuit, and ſtay the hand of deſolation: 

We muſt not waſte a country we have won; 

Command, that in their undiſſolv'd array, 

Our foot kneel humbly, and our horſemen bow, 

And, ere they take their reſt, pay Heav'n its due. 


Thus have our arms triumphant purchas'd fame, 
And warlike England boaſts a dreadful name ; 

O! that the bright example might inſpire ! 

And teach my country not to waſte her fire 

But, ſhunning faction and domeſtic hate, 


Bend all her vigour, to advance her ſtate. 
THE 
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To the moſt Noble „ 


RK N 


Duke HAMILTON, 


Duke of BxanpDox, Ye... 


May it pleaſe your Grace, 


HEN I reflect on your dignity, as Gf 
Peer of Scotland, . the oldeſt monarchy of 
Europe, I addreſs you with dread : and == 
my own ambition of throwing my ſelf, and my 
firſt eſſay, in Tragedy, under the protection of your 
name, as a preſumption, which no ' apology can 
excuſe, unleſs I ſeek it in your goodneſs. 

But tis both natural and neceſſary, for Poets, 
to court the favour of the great: and the honour, 
which your Grace's indulgence vouchſafes me, on 
this occaſion, diſtinguiſhes you no leſs among the 
Patrons of the Muſes, than your high birth among 
the noble ; for, the ſmaller my merit may be judged 
by the world, the more glorious that humanity, 
which excites your Grace to encourage it, till tis 
increaſed by your influence. Many a flip might 
have grown to a tall cedar, if it had been paled 
round, and watered, inſtead of being trampled up- 
on. The moſt inviſible ſpark may be gradually 


blown to an illuminating blaze, and give delight 
to its nouriſher, | 


How 


288 DEDICATION. 

How bleſs d ſhou'd I conceive my ſelf, might! 
ever become worthy this regard of a Patron, the 
very dawn of whoſe life is breaking out upon 
the world, with a ſtronger luſtre, from his merit, 
than if received from his ſtate. 4 

I ſnatch'd this opportunity, to acknowledge my 
devotion to your Grace's name and family, and to 
ſtand out the firſt public predictor, that your in- 
nate princely qualities will render you of more 
conſequence to your country, than the ſplendid ad- 
vantages of your title, and great power. 

So glorious a conjunction, of happy circum- 


ſtances, mult be the bleſſing of your Grace's own 


life, the honour and good fortune of your friends 
and dependents, and the univerſal admiration of the 
country that lays claim to you : a country, which, 
Lam ſure, you will adorn, by your conncils and 
actions, after a manner, which has never yet 
een reached, even by the brave and illuſtrious, 
long, line, of your predeceffors. 
May the kindeſt care of Heaven preſerve your 
important life from all dangers, and ill accidents, 
to be the ornament of your own age, and the 
great example, and emulation, of poſterity !_ 


Iam, with the profoundeſt duty and reſpect, 
May it pleaſe your 3 
Yours Grace's moſt obedient, 
and moſt devoted, 


humble ſervant, 


Joszen MirCH ELT. 
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HERE are few men of learning, (except ſome of 

my own country, miſ-le@ by a zeal both indiſcreet 
and unwarrantable) who do not readily acknowledge 
Poetry to be the daughter of Religion, and originally de- 
ſigned to tune men's minds to devotion. This is evident 
from the many noble poems, in the O!d Teftament; to ſay 
nothing of other writings. But the primitive ſimplicity, 
becoming gradually loſt, as the art was apply'd to ends, 
unworthy its inſtitution, the reformers were obliged to 
take advantage of men's paſſions, by giving it a new turn, 
which, under the tem 
doctrine they recommended. Tragedy, in particular, was 
the perfection of the My/e's power. Till that became 
known, there was wanting a kind of poetry, which, imi- 
tating the actions of mankind, might work a readier, 
and more ſenſible effect, by a correction of the paſſions. 
The prevalence of vice, tis true, and men's natural pro- 
penſity to reſiſt good inſtruction, allowed not a ſucceſs 
to Tragech, ſo univerſal, as it merited. But ſince no 
better help, than ibis, can be deviſed, the friends, of 
virtue and genius muſt uſe the means it affords them. 

In countries, where Chriſtianity is received and eſta- 
bliſned, ſome may, poſſibly, imagine, there is, now, no 
longer need of the aſſiſtance of 7ragedy : but experience 
convinces us, that many frequent the Sage, who would 
harldly be prevailed upon, to receive counſel from the 
Pulpit. The Clergy, therefore, ſhould conſider, as auxi- 


liaries and fellow-labourers, thoſe Poets, who preach 


virtue, 


P R E F A G E. 


ptation of delight, diſguiſed the 
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virtue, from the Preſs, or the Theatre. And ſince we 
ſeek not a ſhare of their revenues, for the pains we take, 
in their ſervice, they ought, at leaſt, in civility to allow 
us their countenance and acknowledgment ! Is there a 
Kirkman, among my adverſaries, whoſe zeal is ſo 
militant as to fight without wages? Why, then, am ! 
condemn'd, who, more generouſly, go to war, in a way 
they could not take themſelves, were they hindered from 
fighting againſt vice from the pulpit ! Who is ſo rude, as 
to blame an honeſt voluntier, in a good cauſe ? Or, if one 
deſerves to be a Commander in Chief, why is he grudged 
preferment, beyond the liſt and rate of an balf- pay officer ? 
But ſome, who are moderate, becauſe more wiſe, than 
thoſe J have had to do with, confeſs the Stage capable of 
being made /zful, yet condemn it, on account of the 
abuſes it indulges.— Would they deſtroy the being of an 
art, becauſe its uſe is corrupted? They argue, like thoſe 
zealous indeed, but weak reformers, who were for demo- 
liſhing churches, that they might be ſure to leave no 
images. According to theſe men's way of reaſoning, every 
thing, that is not perfect, is dangerous and abominable; 
for there is nothing ſo excellent, where abuſes may not 
enter. Preaching, they know well, is often abuſed; will 
they allow me, therefore, to cry out, that all preaching in 
unlawful ? 12 7 r e 
I writ the following ſhort Tragedy, to give my country- 

men, of the Kirk, an example, - that ſound and uſeful 
inſtruction may be drawn from the Theatre, and that, 
only, the abuſe is blameable. I might, indeed, have re- 
ferred my over-rigid adverſaries to other pieces of dra- 
_ matic poetry, already extant : but ſome peculiarities, in 
my caſe, obliged me to give a ſpecimen, myſelf, of a Play, 
wherein nothing, juſtly, can be condemned, by the rules 
of religion and virtue. I am, therefore, not afraid, to be 
try'd by good Chriſtians; and I hope to paſs uncenſured 
by good critics alſo, notwithſtanding the uncommon 
manner, in which I have attempted it, 


Five 
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Five acts, I know, are cuſtomary: but they can, by 
no means, be proved neceſſary. On the contrary, if any 


determinate number were to be appointed, as a ſtandard, 
three afts ſeem better than five, by the critics? own rule. 


A beginning, a middle, and an end, ſay theſe gentlemen, 


are the ſtages of the drama. A firſt act, then, would 
open, and prepare, the matter intended; a ſecond would 
perfect, and heighten it to its ſummit ; and the third, in 
ajuſt, and natural deſcent, ſerve to clear up the embar- 
raſments, and bring on the cataſtrophe. Thus, may 
three acts be defended by reaſon, better than five from cuſ- 
un: but I intend not, hereby, to promote the introduc- 
tion of a new. manner, | 

This Tragedy was writ ſo ſhort, for want of time to en- 
large it, by addition of other characters, and epiſodical 
incidents; yet, becauſe I would not be ſubject to the re- 
proaches of miſtaken petulance, I thought it neceſſary to 
obſerve, that if a dramatic ſtory is compleat, in its pre- 
paration, progreſs, and concluſion, it is of no great impor- 
tance, what number of acts it conſiſts of. 


But one general error, if I miſtake nor, among writers 


of Tragedy, is a failure in their very principle. They teach 
not a moral, but deſcribe ſome piece of hiſtory.— The bu- 
neſs of the ſtage, if I apprehend it rightly, is, firſt, to 
intend ſome general and uſeful inſtruction, how men may 
avoid certain miſchiefs in life, by correcting thoſe paſſions, 
which muſt naturally produce them ; and, then, to find, 
or invent, ſome ſtory, which may ſerve as an example, 
tor ſtrengthening that precept, and ſhew a man made mi- 
ſerable by effect of thoſe paſſions, which the writer would 
teach his audience to reſiſt, or keep guard againſt. Every 
thing, in a Tragedy, which has not a direct, and viſible, 
tendency to the moral it is writ for, is ſuperfluous, and 
monſtrous ; and, however pompouſly embelliſhed, ſerves 


for nothing, but to weaken the inſtruction, and diſtract 


the attention, and apprehenſion, of an audience. 
| took the hint (and only the hint, as the reader may 
ſee) of that ſtory, which J have fitted to the moral of the 
YoL. I. 59 following 
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following little piece, from Shakeſpear*s Yorkſhire Tragedy, 
which was put into my hands, on purpoſe, by my good 
friend, Mr. Hill, to whom 1 take this occaſion of expreſ. 
ſing my gratitude, in the moſt public manner I can; all 
endeavours, beſide acknowledgments, being vain, to 
match the inſtances of his-friendſhip, and that uncommon 
humanity, and frankneſs of ſpirit, ſo peculiar to himſelt, 
in his manner of beftowing favours. But *tis needleſs, to 
tell the world, how much I am oblig'd to him, and what 
Juſt ſenſe I have of his generous regard to me. They, 
who know him well, and what a waſte of his important 
time he has made for my intereſt, will be before-hand 
with my acknowledgments, and enumerate the advan- 
tages, which, I could not miſs from his friendſhip.—] 
owe much, in the ſcheme, in the ſentiments, and language, 
of this piece, to the direction of that accompliſhed gen- 
tleman, who has either no enemies, or they are ſuch, be- 
cauſe ſtrangers to his good qualities; for tis only neceſſary 
to kyow him, to be, by choice, or obligation, made in- 
violably his own.—I embrace this opportunity of thank- 
ing him for his excellent Prologue, which ſo well prepar- 
ed the audience for the repreſentation. Nor can I help 
_ thanking him even for the Epilogue, tho' not leſs pleaſant 
on my ſelf, than on my adverſaries among the Scots Clergy; 
for who would not be contented under a ſtroke, or two, 
of his ſatire, whoſe praiſe (as Juba ſays of Cato) I would 
rather have, than worlds for my admirers? 

Before I end this Preface, I muſt not forget to thank 
the generoſity of my friends, of all qualities, who, ſo 
nobly, graced the action of my firſt endeavour, in Tra- 
gedy. I ſhould have very little merit, not to improve on 
ſuch encouragement. —Betfore ſo ſelect, and illuſtrious an 
audience, the admirable Mrs. Seymour, and the gentlemen, 
who ſo well performed the parts, muſt have felt a fatis- 
faction, equal to that applauſe, which their action de- 
ſerved, and met with, 
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Written by AARON HL, Eſq; 


Spoken by Mr. RYAN, 


JP 4nd, by a kindred ſenſe of England! s Woes, 
A Caledonian Muſe, with pity glows ; 

From ruin'd hopes, & ſaving moral takes, 

And paints ti unhappy, for the happy's ſakes. 

Scotland*s new taſte our meaning ſcene ſupplies, 

And a firſt flight, on T1 ragit pintons, tries. 

Brave, and long-fam'd in arms, ber warlike race 

Have trod the fields of death, with dauntleſs grace | ö 

Fierce, and untir*d, in blood, have, nobih, dar d, 

And every toil, and every danger, ſpar d. 

Now, 2 by riſing arts, ſhe graſps the bays, 

And her old cant, like falling ſtocks, decays. 

Her long-loſt Muſe new-lights her ancient flame | 

And our ſcene blazes, with recover d fame. 

Me teach, to-mght, —ah ! won d Here nat too late, 
How, raſb, believing avarice palls a ſtate ; 

What private ſarrows, from wild Bazar di, flow, 
And how falſe bope produces certain woe. 

This, ——the moſt natural ouſt neſs of 2 Stage, 
Will all your generous hearts, lis hop'd, engage: 
None can their pity, for thoſe woes, conceal, 

Which moſt, abo hear, perhaps, too deeply, feel. 
The rants of rain'd Kings, of mighty name, 

For pompous miſery, ſmall compaſſion claim. 

Empires o erturn d, and Heroes, held in chains, 
Alarm the mind, but give the heart no pains: 
Tolls, remote ſrom our domeſtic fears, 

We lend our wonder, but with-hold our tears. 

Net ſo, when, from ſuch paſſions as our own, 
dome favourite folly's dreadful fate is ſhown ; 
There the ſoul bleeds for what it feels within ; 
And conſcious pity ſhakes, at ſuffering ſin. 

O! give attention to the moving ſcene, 


Aud ſbun what yet may be, by what has been. | 
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Written upon the Revival, in February, 1729. 


1 WAS in that fatal year (whoſe very name 


Awakes each ſuffering, generous, BriToNn's ſhame) 


When ſtocks, like ſyrens, charm'd all ranks to buy, 
That their directors might, of courſe, deſtroy ; 


When vice ſeem d virtue, and mankind ſeem'd mad, 


Jill thought took warning from experience ſad, 
And, bent beneath the burthen of their fate, 
People grew wile, and penitent, too late 
Nea then, from common woe, and ſtory true, 
Our pitying Poet firſt the picture drew, 

Which, then preſented, was approv'd by you. 
Long has it lain unſeen, to ſome unknown ; 
(For loth were we your miſery ſhou'd be blown.) 
But, now the ſtorm 7s paſt, and, by the ſkill 

Of pilot-ſtateſmen, you're a nation ſtill; 

Safe on the ſhote, ſurvey the vaſt profound, 
Reflect 2with pleaſure, and preſerve your ground. 
Since public hazards can no more enthrall, 

And none, but ſharpers, fludy riſe and fall, 

Let not, O let not private gaming ſnare; 

The ſons make fruitleſs all their fathers care, 

And, for their race, entail'd diſtreſs prepare. 
Tonight, from dire example, learn the fate, 

Which gaming brings a family or ſtate, 

Whet general riſques from heedleſs N flow ; 
And how falſe hope produces certain woe. 

1f moving, moral /cenes deſerve your care, 

With one hour”s filence crown our Poet's pray'r. 

He aims not to amuſe and cheat the mind, 

But be of uſeful ſervice to mankind, 
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Written by AARON HILL, Eſq; 


Spoken by Mrs. SE VTMOuk. 


as U've ſeen the Play : and I'll unfold the Poet, 

To whom, (tray d ſheep, of a pure flock /) we owe it. 
He's a chance-blefſing—ſomewhat ſtrangely flung us! 
Dropt—from the clouds of innocence, —among us ! 

Sipt, thro* the Kirk's looſe pale, we gave him quarter — 
Poor ſoul | —he had like to have been the Mule's martyr, 
When ſtage-plays !—and abominations I took him, 
Grace, and the ſhepherds of the ſaints, forſook him, 

Twas given, thenceforth, to Satan's power, to win him: 
e root of the ſound matter —-vas not in him] 
let, tho rebuk'd, full ſore, — he's no huge ſinner: 

You'll ſcarce ſee one of his pure brethren — thinner. 

Moſt ſanctify'd of face! Yroth Im afraid, 

If bis looks lie not—the poor man's a maid, 


The bard, not carnal-minded, -— ſay the curious, 
How come th* unfleſhly folks, to be ſo turious ? 
Judge you the quarrel, right, —we'l,, briefly, ſhow it. — 
— Good Plays give good inſtruction — ſaid the Port. 
Vanity! cry'd the brethren, —— groſs defilement ! 
And, ſo, the war broke out, paſt reconcilement. 


Young Bays, provok'd, here, drew his wrathful pen — 
Wine forth, ſaid he, my Muſe, on thoſe dark men; 
And prove, by dint of fair example, ether 
Much goodneſs is not learnt, by coming hither ? 
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But, wwhat he teaches, be to him alone, — 
PII reach a ſecret leſſon, of my own. 
——Say they, of Plays, — that men learn nothing by 'em? 
I fend — the Stages champion — and defy em. 
Who, that has ſeen, to-night, how I, à wife, 
Gave counſel, fit to ve ſav'd my ſpouſe s life ; 
Learns not this moral, paſt all contradifion, 
That diſobedient Cs a affiiftion : 2 
| That he's molt happy, who, his fetters caſes, 
And lets his wiſer wife — do — what Jhe pleaſes ? 


This, for our ſex's fame, his Play products — 
You ſee — all doctrines have their hidden uſes. 
To this —if the bluff brethren preach refiſtance, 
Let *em, if they love ſafety, keep their diſtance. 
For, ſhould we catch em, in our wrong*d dominion, 
Stiff as they are, we'll make em chan ge opinion, 
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3 Perſonze. 


BELLMOUR, Mr. Quin. 
CourTNEr, Mr. Bonzms. 
BARGRAVE, Mr. Oopx. 
Lovis, Mrs. YOUNGER, 
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Fatal Extravagance. 
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SCENE, Bellmour's Houle, 


Enter Louiſa and Courtney. 


Louiſa.) WAS kind! this ſpeed of your return. — 


Y But, tell me, 
What ſucceſs had you? Was my father mov'd? 
Methinks, I read your news, in your fad viſage, 
And my heart trembles with prophetic tears. 
Court. *T'was as I judg'd *twou'd be—his own wants 
preſs him ; 
He ſinks beneath your huſband's waſteful life, 
Thoſe boundleſs dicings, and voluptuous riots, 
And this laſt, worſt, adventure, of loſt hope, 
Which has, at once, diſſolv'd a wealth fo vaſt ! 
That pity ſcarce vouchſafes to feel his ſufferings ! 
Louiſa. But his late conduct proves my Bellmour chang'd: 
Misfortunes have inſtructed him to think, 
And thought has captiv'd every madding paſſion. 
Court. Yet early vice, by cuitom, long indulg'd, 
Leaves ſuch impreſſion of habitual ill, 
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296 The Fatal Extravagance. 


As finds no cure, but from ſevere remorſe, 
And time's flow working, 
Louiſa. Nay, not Bellmour's vice ——— 
He has no vice — . His very pow'r is loſt, 
Even had he taſte for follies—— Poor and deſpis'd, 


The ſlaves, for whoſe curs'd ſakes he ſtands reproach'd, 


Now ſhun his converſe. Villains, who betray'd him, 
Start, when they meet him. Poverty, like his, 
Spreads a contagion round it. All mankind 
Cry, Lord have mercy !” and fly, frighted from him, 
Did you lay open our incumbent ruin? 
Urg'd you my father ſtrongly ? Want's cold hand 
Creeps o'er us, and *tis now no time for counſel, 
Court. I told him all, and mov'd his utmoſt pity. 
Still as he ſet, to view, your huſband's failings, 
I urg'd his virtues, and bore down the ballance 
I prais'd his wit, his courage, and humanity, 
His fine frank ſpirit, and his generous nature : 
But *twas loſt hope Believe, his brother knows him; 
What he has done, already, weighs him down, 
His ſtruggling will, to ſave you, has undone him, 
And Bellmour's ſelf wou'd there beg aid, in vain. 
Louiſa. O] he was never born to be a beggar ! 
Heaven is too kind to goodneſs, to forſake him! 
He, whom ſoft pity melts at others miſery, 
Deſerves, himſelf, to live exempt from woe. 
Bellmour could ne'er behold a ſtranger wretched, 
But he partook his pain, 'till he cou'd eaſe it. 
How, then, will he ſupport the weeping anguiſh, 
Of three poor children, all undone by him ? 
Court. His good, and ill, fo chequer out his nature, 
That which excells is doubtful, Nobly will d, 
His pitying heart flows out, in generous purpoſes : 
But, wanting pow'r, to ſtem the tide of pleaſure, 
Irreſolute, he drives, and floats to ruin, 
Men mult be rigid, and ſevere, in virtue ! 
Serious, and noble aims diſtinguiſh reaſon |! 
To live ſor taſte is not to live at all, 


The 
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The man of pleaſure dreams away his days, 
And dies, to be forgotten Bellmour's foul, 


WD! 
Ve 


Had contemplation bent it to a byas, 


Had given a point to fame's proud pinacle, 
And purpled o'er his name with deathleſs glory ! 
Now, it lies loſt in duſt! ——1 wou'd *twere mine, 
To ſcreen you from the ſtorm that's gathering round you: 
But I, unbleſs'd with pow'r, can only wiſb, 
And wonder, why the ſtrong have feeble wills. 

Louiſa. Oh! I ſhall tremble to behold his face! 
His ruin'd family hangs on his heart, 
His helpleſs children's future ſtate diſtracts him, 
And the once lively Bellmour ſmiles no more. 
Silent, he walks, or ſtands with folded arms, Ss 
And ſtill looks down, as if his ſoul were earth. © 
If &er, by chance, his lifted eyes meet mine, 
The ſtarting tears glare dreadfully upon me, 
And, quivering, ſtruggle, to flow looſe, in ſorrow. 
Then ſighs, ſuppreſs'd by force, ſtrive hard for vent, 
And heave, and ſwell, like earthquakes, in his boſom. 
Groaning, at length, he breaks, in whirlwind, from me, 
Torn by ten thouſand pangs, raves, reddens, ſtarts, 
And freights me with a dreadful burſt of paſſions ! 

O uncle, what remains for hope to ſnatch at ? 
Of all the wide eſtate, that late enclos'd us, 


But this poor houſe is left us —— This 700 totters. 


Soon Ruin, with his paified hand, will ſeize 

This ancient pile, and ſhake it into duſt ! 

Not thrice the worth of all, that now is ours, 

Will ſave poor Woodly from the fatal bond, 

He ſign'd, to ſerve my Bellmour. All our ho 
Was in your friendly journey to my father. 
Woodly muſt ſink, and Bellmour cannot bear it. 
Bellmour will never live, to fink a friend! 

Look yonder, where, in penſive grief, he walks, 
Unhoping, and diſconſolate ! 


Court, 
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Court. Poor Bellmour! 
How chang'd, from that wild, noify, joyful rioter, 
Which all bis friends. haveknown him! Still. extreme 


Enter Bellmour, walking melancholy 


Louiſa. My life! my Bellmour! wound not thus my ſoul, 

T have more woes to bear, that are my-own, _ 
Than my ſtrength matches—add not thou thy ſorrow ; 
That would o'erwhelm me quite. 

Bel. I pray forgive me. 
Prifon'd in thought, I could not 1 about me, 
And my ſoul miſs'd thy comfort. —I was muſing. 

Loui What ſad reflection held you? 

Bel. A mournful wandering! 
No matter now ——— 

Louiſa. Nay, you muſt tell it me. 
Bel. I was conſidering which of my three boys, 
Some few years hence, when Tam diſſolv'd in death, 
Will act the beggar beſt! run, bare- foot, faſteſt 
And, with moſl dextrous ſhrugg, play tricks for charity! 

Loviſa. O! torHeav'n's ſake, forbear, by ſtarts ! like this, 
To image horrors, nature ſhrinks at thought of, 

Bel. Why, my Louiſa ! tis a wretch's duty, 
To learn to bear his miſery to know it, 
To uſe ourſelves to poizè it, is the means 
To make it eaſy to us. Yet I'm to blame ! 
Thou had'ſt no ſhare, in any guilt of mine ; 
I ought alone to ſuffer. T was too cruel, 
?*T was even unmanly, to afflict thy innocence | 

Court. Oh! Sir, you ſooth the grief you ſhould reſiſt! 
As the groſs atmoſphere is ſhook by tempeſts, 
Which never ruffle the ſuperior regions; 
Mean ſpirits, only, buckle under woe ; 
It is the great man's pride, to combat fortune, 
And riſe againſt oppreſſion, 


Bel. 
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Bel. Sir, tis true 


And, I remember, you have oft advis'd it, 
While I had power, to try my virtue's proof. 


A man may die, unhelp'd but muſt not hope 
Talking 
Will your good brother lend it? — Speaking filence ! 


To conquer, without arms. 


How could I hope it from him? 
Court. Yet deſpair not 


A time may come, when even your woes ſhall prove 


of help, 


Great benefits. Firm ſpirits break misfortunes ! 

To ſuffer well *s the nobleſt way to conqueſt. 

On a ſmooth ſea, the ſailor ſhows no ſkill, 

But he diſplays it all, in hurricanes. 
Bel. He wou'd not, ſure, negle& to fave his daughter, 

Had he the power till left him !—Yet friends, ſome- 


times, 


Are more than fathers ! A father cannot be 


More than a friend L had a friend in Woodly ! 
—— what he ſhall be hereafter, 


Once he was happy 
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He owes to friendleſs Bellmour ! Periſh the name; 
To what a ſtinging death is he reſerv'd, 
Who leaves a good man wretched, whom he made ſo? 
Sir, it wou'd eaſe me of a galling pain, 


Wou'd you diſſolve this diſappointed hope 


In Woodly's breaſt. ——*Twere a fin to nouriſh it, 
Since *tis unſtable He muſt know it ſoon : 
Let it be told by any tongue, but Bellmour's. 

Court. I'll vifit him this inſtant. Do you, mean while, 


Bravely ſeek comfort from a firm belief, 


That Heaven befriends your virtues, and will ſave you. 

A hand unſeen theſe clouds of woe may clear, 

And, into triumph turn diſtracting fear. | Exit Courtney, 
Bel. Louiſa ! I am damn'd, while yet alive 
Louiſa. What mean you to diftract me thus 


With your wild ſtartings ? 


Bel. Nay, but mark me well. 
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Wants the damnation of a living ſinner —— 

What have I liv'd for, if I die a beggar ? 

Why were my anceſtors renown'd in war ? 

Why, with grave judges, have they grac'd the bench, 

Or, with wile votes, the ſenate ?—ln me, muſt 66g 

Mark that lean word, Louiſa! — In me muſt beg, 

That ebbing name, which, through a length of ages, 

Has given a kingdom honour. Bear'ſt thou hat ? 

How excellent art thou! not to have ſcorn'd me 

Good Heaven |! that reaſon ſhould give madneſs way, 

*Till man finds muſic, in a rattling dice-box |! 

And has contracted thrice three thouſand acres, 

To the curs'd compaſs of a narrow table | 

With what a thoughtleſs rapture have I ſhook em 

Hung ofer the throw ! and hurl'd out my poſterity 

Pimps, thieves, or beggars !—But then at laſt, 

This madman's hazard! of my treaſur'd remnant, 

In the wild lottery of a public hope, 

Where reaſon had no chance, and villains govern'd, 

Curs'd ! groundleſs, raſhneſs ! —- Tear me limb from 

limb, 

Some pitying torturer ! To die at once, 

Were comfort even in agony !— But I ſhall be, 

Whole ages, after death, in dying-— Villains, 

Dull, pityleſs, inſulting, dirty villains, 

Will point at ſome poor ragged child of mine, 

And ſay, There's pride and name! There's Bellmour's 

honour | 2 

* There's the bleſt remnant of a boaſted family 

Curſe the keen thought! it pours all hell upon me! 
Louiſa, Still wilt thou, thus, ſnatch at deſpair's wild 

ſhadows ? 
I thought, the manly ſoul cou'd ſmile at anguiſh ; 
Woman's weak mind may bend beneath adverſity ; 


But Bellmour's brow, methinks, ſhou'd wear a majeſty, 
And make affliction aweful. 


Bel. 


1 
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Bel. Away with counſel. 
] cannot hear thee! Thy moving air! thy wiſdom! 
That lovely ſoftneſs, which Bewitches round thee ! 
Each charm, which has a thouſand times appeas'd me 
Now makes me mad ! Like oil, pour'd out on flame, 
] tower, in blaze, and burn with tenfold fierceneſs. 
Thy ev'ry word is death! Each look thou giv'ſt me 
Breaks thro* my eye, comes ruſhing on my ſoul, 
And ſhoots ſharp arrows, thro'ꝰ my bleeding conſcience; 
Think'ſt thou, I am ſo mean, ſo loſt a wretch, 
That my own miſery ſtings me? Cruel wound! 
What earthly ills can Bellmour ſtoop to fear, 
Which hurt ut Bellmour ? *Tis true, indeed, thy fate 
I have not learn'd to bear — There, grief unmans me; 
Thine and thy helpleſs infants* woes riſe to me, 
Glare on my apprehenſion, like pale ghoſts ! 
And point me into madneſs! — Oh! I've wrong'd thee! 
Louiſa. *Tis wronging me to ſay it 


Re-enter Courtney, 


Bel. Courtney returned ſo ſoon | 
I like not this 
Louiſa. Why look you pale, good uncle ? 
Court. To bring unwelcome tidings, to the wretched, 
Gives the ſad teller half the hearer's woe. | 
Bel. Friendly preparative! What follows next 
Can be but Woodly's ruin 
Court. He's undone! 
Louiſa. Unhappy Bellmour ! 
Court. Near your houſe I met him, 
Hem'd by a Iwarthy guard of licens'd villains, 
The law's grim blood-hounds, With rapacious talons, 
They dragg'd him on, in mercileſs ſerenity, 
To ſhut him from his hopes in joyleſs priſon ! 
Bel. Oh! 
Court. At ſhort diſtance, near the ſycamore, 
That marks the turning to that now-falln houſe 


Of 
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Of this poor gentleman, I ſaw his Lady, 

Wild, with a ſtorm of grief ! her hair diſhevell'd ! 

And her looſe robes, blown, careleſs, by the wind! 

Struggling,. with weeping, ſervants, to break free. 

Fain wou'd ſhe follow him, to ſhare reſtraint : 

But, by ſuperior force, held back, and hindered, 

With ſtraining eyes, ſhe kept him long in view; 

And, when a guſhing flood obſcur'd her ſight, 

Still more to. lengthen out a laſt, ſad, look, 

She wip'd away the tears, and gaz d. ain |! 
Louiſa. Dread ful deſcription !—Clole. it here, good 

uncle | 

It cuts too deep, and wounds my Bellmour's ſoul; 

| Court. No more remains to tell, but, that his houſe 
Is fill'd with ruffians, his rich goods torn down, 
And his griev'd wife, and children, roam, unſhelter d, 
Without a home, to ſuccour them. 

Louiſa. O guide them hither. 

Let me, with open arms, fly to receive them, 
And ſtrive, if poſſible, to give them comfort. 

Bel. Louiſa las thou wouldſt preſerve my life, 
Bring not their grief too near me. My melting ſoul 
Flows into air, as I but hear their miſery: | 
To /ee it, wou'd diſtract me Said he nothing? 
Court. Marking me, as I turn'd my face aſide, 
He call'd, and counſell'd you to fave yourſelf, 

By ſudden flight: ſince other ruffians, brought 
By Bargrave, your malicious creditor, 

Wilt preſently be here, on the ſame purpoſe. 

As tor my fate, ſaid he, bid him not moura it: 

To fall for Bellmour, wou'd have given me joy, 
Had Belimour's ſelf not fall'n. 

Bel. He falls, indeed 

Ceurt. Now, as I enter'd, Bargrave, juſt arriv'd 
With his infernal crew, beſets your gates. 

A barbarous triumph glows on his proud cheek, 
And from beneath his brows o'erjutting /ow”r, 
Malicious inſults grin, in hollow ambuſh ! 


Louiſa, 
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Louiſa, Now, Bellmour ! thou art loſt! immediate 
ruin | 


Will ſwallow hee and me, and our dear children 1 
All! all! muſt fink together Teach us, good uncle! 
Which way to fly — what meaſures to purſue, 
Court. The doors, faſt barr'd, are guarded by your 
ſervants ; | 
And you may thro' the grove eſcape, unſeen. 
Bel. No — let him enter. This Bargrave taught 
me vice, 2 
And counſelPd even th' adventure, that undoes me! 
He wrongs the devil, who makes himſelf the puniſher 
Of ills, which he excited! Juſtice acts wiſely! 
Oh! ſhe's not blind. ſhe chuſes a fit moment, 
And throws him on my vengeance. Let him enter. 
Bring he as many lives, as he has crimes, 
May curſes catch me, if he *{cape my hand 
Louiſa. As thou lov'ſt me, Bellmour ! be not raſh, 
Should'ſt thou add murder to our other woes, 
How wretched ſhou'd we be? 
Court, Perſuade him rather, 
Sooth him to pity. Wou'd he free your friend, 
And add ſome weeks of liberty, for tryal, 
What ſuccour may be found; you've many friends: 
Who knows what unhop'd aid may riſe to fave you? 
Bel. No, Courtney | friendſhip riſes but with fortune 
And ſets when men go downward, Yet, I thank you. 
Rage had obſcur'd my reaſon. — Say, to Bargarve, 
I have an offer for his private ear 
I will inſtru& my ſwelling indignation, 
To cool, and ſettle, like a courtier's paſſions. 
What cannot intereſt teach us ? [ Exit Courtney. 
Leave me, Louiſa | 
I wou'd not have thee blaſt thy innocent eyes, 
With ſight of ſuch a monſter — Nor brook I, well, 
That thou, who haſt been taught to love ſincerity, 
Shou'dſt hear me flatter infamy ! 
Loui ſa. 
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-- Louiſa. Do but think IIA 
*Tis for their ſakes, whom moſt you wiſh to ſuccour, 
And you will find it eaſy. Farewell ! he comes. 


[ Exit Louiſa, 
Enter Bargrave. 


Barg. So, Sir! I find, you make your houſe your 
garriſon ! 1 | 
Bold ſour-tac'd centinels admit, with caution, 
Whom you vouchſafe your pals to. 
indeed 
Girt, ſovereign- like, within you palace walls, 
The law muſt beg admiſſion ! But the pride, 
With which your ſtate o' erlook'd me, will inſtruct me, 
Till I find means to reach you. — 
Bel. I ſent not for you | 
Thus to revive old hatred. *Twas my meaning, 
To ſet before your eyes the ſpreading miſery, 
From which a week's ſhort reſpite may, perhaps, 
Free Woodly, and my ſelf, nor do you wrong, 
Barg. Oh, Sir! no doubt, tis likely, that ſeven days 
Will pay a bond, which twice ſeven months, and more, 
Has drawn no intereſt from you !—Woodly may claim 
Some little pity.— He's a ſuffering tool, 
Who faſts to feed your riots. But for you, 
No plea bears influence. What a maſs of wealth 
Loaded your youth! the toil of careful anceſtors ! 
And, how it is conſum'd, let thouſands tell, 
W hoſe lifted eyes and hands proclaim their wonder. 
I dare not whiſper it. Men wou'd think me mad: 
And laugh to hear, that the once liberal Bellmour 
Is grown a niggard, now; and like a miſer, 
Whines gy a day of grace and ſwears *twill ruin 
im, 
To pay his creditors. Name it no more. 


"Tis great 


Should it get wind, *twould lower your tow'ring top- 
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The Fatal” Extravagance, 
And loſe you many a cap, and country ſhour, ol fp! 


As you ride thro' the 3 og v7 
Bel. Inſulting wretch !! 993 7 Foy 
It grates my inmoſt ſoul, to faſſer ads stud 


zut my friend's fate depends ont. Tou ſeem'd to el, 
As if you'pity'd Woodly. —— Give him liberty :- 
And let me fill the place, to which you've ſent him 3 | 
[aſk no more For my own miſeries; - 
Perhaps, they merit not. Pm ſure they. "pert 
What pity thou can'ſt give the [7,548 99 DISH) | 
Barg. Oft, Iremembetr,' | 09 
Woodly, with zeal for holy ke tranſp ported, ; 36 
Wou'd preach, and cite divinity, —- Dal 1 du! 
How cou'd he miſs that caution, which forbad kim 
To be another's ſurety ? What comes after, 
He now, perhaps, has learnt. ——And will eee 
When, next, he talks, to euer 
Bel. Nay, then, 5 
Off, mean h riſy | I'll make tber bee me, 
In words, which Wh thy malice. Think, low traitor ! 
How I, firſt; learn'd that guilt, with which, bat now, 
Thy tongue reproach'd me! Who, but thevillainBargrave? 
Barg. Ha! villain ! ſaid you? [ Offering to draw. 
Bel. Yes, the villain Bargrave. 
Touch not thy ſword. —Should'ſt thou unſheath it, here, 
Thy guardian devil, too weak to ſave his miniſter, 
Should riſe, in vain, betwixt us! 
Barg. I'll hear thee out. 
Bel. Who, but thy ſelf, ſpread all thoſe ſhares about me, 
Which, farſt, entangling, next o'erthrew my virtue ? 
Who ſtain” d the native whiteneſs of my foul, ' 
And ſpotted it with follies ? Think, how: this bond, 
Was fraudulently, and, by ſhameful arts, 
Won from my clouded, reaſon | when the fumes, 
Of madding wine had warm'd my yielding fancy, 
Fit for a knave's impreſſion !=-Haſt thou humanity * * 
And doſt fiot feel a ruin thou haſt caus'd ? 


Vor. I. X Haſt 


q "4 , — — 7 S ad 

3 L IP . 1 e . * FR ent RE 4 - Fa — 

r 5 7 7 5 xt oi 5 = 2 — y * : 2 7 

6. 2 8 33 - = £ © > ——— — 2 , ; * 

8 5 8 " a __ r : — bs * - hk a * 3 — "4 —— 2 9 * N os = l 
Fw Fe n * A » _— ob. \ "45 — | _— > a od © ae CEE * i os fl _ _ 1, 05 
i - « þ 2: 0" I" 5 SEA EA "mah f dy = 2 — - . — os a. = 
2 —— goes G 1 1 x: e g - * — 8 A I go as IR a _ — ——— I — - 
4 * - * $; b hr _ * al ai. ano 4 2 * a a4 2 — 4 — 
— — ” — — — — — Pe 
—— > . OE I . — $ 
= — A 5 _— * , — —— — — n 
— * = _— 


2 <= — 


- 
_ 5 _ * - 
. «IR. 4 n 
1. 5 1 * * ” ——_— 
_ 
— | N 


.- - * — E242 323 - '- - M 

r rn En no nb Ms oe _—_ 

1 * Eq 1 K 2 
th Fee | 


2 


= 
; p oY w=_ 
2 — 1 — r © 5 > . 54 
oe 8 £ th. AK * - i 1 p wy 4 1 
rr: 8 Is r —— — 


— 
— © - - — 
— — — K 2 — 2 FL coma - 
* 4 * 1 \ q mag,” 2 2 
WS F — 
a." 4 Py — twr = okay 


KK 
* By © 94 

vn — — 
> A —_— 

- N 1 Roe 
— — 
— 

— 2 


2 PET INT 7.7 2 Ve — 
ELIE 4X5 K <# ** 
: a... abr ed roo ITN we 5 
g 
—— — 
& — — 
wo 2 — 
E n 2 


T5 


— 
— 


1 8 1 wa — — I; . 
- - 4 wy * 22 4 
= | ö - * O. I 
7 4 my 933 3 . 
= 3 Ie Cem. + — — —_—  — 
th, —_— 3 — — 
E , IJ bs POEM 
* * = v 12 — 


306 The Fatal Extravagance. 


Haſt thou reflection? and canſt thou ſleep, u unſtung, 
By guilty ſtartings, and remorſeful dreams? 1 
Or have the fiends, that haunt thy gloomy boſom, 
Unhumaaiz'd thy heart? ſearꝰd up my conſcience ? 
And left all devil within thee ? 
Barg. Now take breath: 
And:htar me tell th' effect of this fine 1 
I find my ſelf, with all theſe black endowments 
Your maſter, and your ſcourge. But that I ſcorn the, 
I could be angry — Mark this ſilent witneſs : 
Look on this bond and curſe the woeful hour, 
That gave'thy friend, and thee, to my diſpoſal, 
I'll leave our wives, to ſcold the quarrel out, | 
While I ſeek er, not from words but action. 
He attempts to go out. 
Bel. By ation 1 didft thou ſay ? I thank thee, — 
Thou haſt inſtructed me That fatal bond | 
Shall never N in Pens againſt Woodly. 
[Drawing his ſword, and putting 


himſelf before the dur. | 


Juſt Heav' n, that hates oppreſſion, points a way, 

To eaſe my wretchedneſs of half its load, 

By cutting thro? that chain, that binds my friend. 

Now if thou dar'ſt defend thy villainies, 

Unſheath thy ſword, and to this guarded door 

Force thy wiſn' d paſſage, thro' the breaſt of Bellmour. 

[T hey fight, and Bargrave fall. 

Barg. Curſes conſume that all-deſtroying hand 

*Spite of my wiſh'd revenge, thou wilt eſcape me: 

No heir ſurvives, to put the bond in proof, 

And n and thy ſelf, are free again. [ He dies. 


Enter Courtney, furpriz'd ; and Louiſa at another dbor. 


Court. What have you done? I fear'd this raſh effe& 
Of rage, but half ſuppreſs'd ; and waited near : 
But an attempt, yon blood-hounds made without, 


To 


— -= 


Ur. 


2 


dies. 
Joor. 
ffect 


To 


To force an entrance, call'd me off too fatally ! - _ 
Louiſa. Was this, my Bellmour ! ſpeak, was this the way, 
To eaſe our wretchedneſs ? Oh ! this black chance 
Sinks us ſtill deeper, cuts us off from comtort, 
And we can never, now, be happy more 
Bel. Courtney | twere vain to wiſh this act undone. 
Scarce can it claim repentance — Secret and ſudden, 
Let me entreat thee to convey this parchment 


Taking the bond from Bargrave's pocket. 


Into my Woodly's hand. — Say how it happen'd : 
Tell him, whatever Fate may do with me, _ 
m bleſs'd to give him freedom. 
Court. Guard the doors well. — There's danger near: 
And I'll not leave you long. { Exit Courtney, 
Louiſa, Fly; for Heaven's ſake, begone. 
One hour's delay prevents eſcape for ever. 
Bel. What wou'dſt thou have me do? 
Louiſa. Let me diſguiſe thee, —— 


Then thro? the grove, haſte ; and, in ſome poor cortage, - 


Entreat a ſhort concealment. — There Þ il find thee, 
And we'll conſult relief fromall our woes. ” 
Bel. Fix'd as my fate, I ſtand, unmov'd, to expect it. 
PII ſtir not hence, by Heav'n. 
Louiſa. Oh! do not ſwear | 
Think, how my peace of mind, my hope, my miſery, 
Depends on thine. —- Thus on my knees, I urge it. 
Thou, being free, may'ſt find a thouſand ways 
To ſuccour us; but it thou fall'ſt, a family, 
A loſt ! a friendleſs family! falls with thee. 
Oh ! if I ever was belov'd by Bellmour, 
If all my pray'rs, my vows, my tears, can move him, 
Let him but grant me this: —let him but leave me, 
Rain then a world of woes upon my head! 
want, reproach, contempt, and all life's agonigs, 
In ceaſeleſs bitterneſs of ſoul, afflict me. 
While thou art ſafe, if I bur let one ſigh, 
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One breath of diſcontent eſcape my lips, 
Curſe me thy ſelf, and make me 2 dev.” " 

Bel. Excellent woman —riſe— to — FOR thus, 0 
Is torture beyond bearing 

Louiſe. I will not leave thee, —— 

Here, at thy feet, thus humbled, as that duſt, 
Which I ſhall ſhortly be, when J have loft thee, 
Here will I grow for ever, till thou grant'ſt 
This only pray'r I make thee. — 

Bel. Thou bidſt me fly : 

What would'ſt thou I ſhould fly from? 

Louiſa. Danger and miſery. 

Bel. With whom then muſt I leave that miſery ? 
Muſt not thy ſelf, and thoſe three friendleſs wretches, | 
Whoſe being I was cauſe of, and who expect 
Aid and protection from a parent's hand; 

While I eſcape, muſt you not all be left? 
Hell glows in that hot thought! be left, expos'd 
To all the miſeries, which thou would'ſt have me 
Fly, like a coward, from, and leave for innocents, 
Who owe em to my baſeneſs! No!——my Louiſa, 
Wretch, as I have been, Pm not fall'n /o low! 

Louiſa. | Riſing.] Loſt, loſt, for ever! 

Bel. No, there 8 a Judge on high, | 
Who ſees, and loves, thy goodneſs. —— me entreat 

thee, 
To give my ſorrows way, for a few moments. 
A ſolitary thought ! a turn or two, 
Uninterrupted in the gallery, 
Will teach me to reſolve, and then I'll call thee. 
[ Exit Bellmour, 

Lonifs Angels aſſiſt and guide thy ſilent reaſonings, 
And from this labyrinth of woes, unwind thee ! 

Diſmat our proſpe&t ! yet all may be well! 

Heav'n cannot err oft guides us in the dark —— 

And, when we leaſt expect, affords relief. p 
. | $ 


. 
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As thro? black ſtorms of wind, and driving rain, 
Short ſunny beamings ſtreak the harraſs'd main ; 

So, thro' deep ſorrows, gleams of comfort riſe, - 
And ſpread ſmooth heavens before the ſufferers eyes. 


[ Exit Louiſa, 


SCENE changes to a gallery. 


Euter Bellmour alone, penſive. 


Bel. Why ſhou'd I pauſe Nothing can be a crime 


Which puts a ſtop to evil. A thouſand men 
May have been poor as I——and yet liv'd happy 
Mſeries, we make our ſelves, are borne with eaſe ; 
But he, who beggars his poſterity, 

Begets a race, to curſe him. —— Profuſe in ills, 
He, propagating ruin, with his name, 

Entails deſcent of anguiſh | ——Every ſcorn, 
Which wrings the ſoul of any future Bellmour, 
Whom want ſhall pinch the bones of, ages hence, 
Will mark, with ſhame, my untorgotten grave, 
And reach my guilty ſoul, where-c'er it wanders. 
II to give miſery to thoſe, to whom 

We once gave life, is an inhuman crime, 

How can it be a fin, to take life back, 

And put an end to miſery ? To live, 

Is to be rack'd, if life muſt ſtill be poor: 

For poverty gives up the wiſe man's worth, 

To the contempt of taſteleſs ignorance. 

Oh! cou'd I feel no miſery but my own! 
How eaſy were it for this ſword to free me, 
From all that anguiſh, which embitters life ? 
But, when the grave has given my ſorrows reſt, 
Where ſhall my miſerable wife find comfort? 
Unfriended, and alone, in Want's bleak ſtorm, 
Not all th' angelic virtues of her mind 
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Will ſhield her from th' unpitying world's derifion, 

Can it be kind to leave her ſo expos'd, 

And, while I ſleep in death, not dream of ber # 

Better a thouſand times, to lead her with me, 

Throꝰ the dark doubtfulneſs of deep futurity ! 

Whate'er uncertain fate attends, hereafter, 

It can but be the worſt of what is bad, 

And that's our ſtate, already. It mall be done ! 

But how ? that aſks ſome thought — Death, in itſelf, 

Comes ſoft, and ſweetly, as an infant's ſleep, 

When nature, unalarm'd, expects it not. 

From thoſe dear deſtin'd breatts, the pointed ſteel 

| Muſt draw no blood, to ſtain my bluſhing hand 

Leſt my foul ſtart, and that ſeem cruelty, | 

Which I wou'd fain think pity. Hark ! the time 
reſſes me. [ Loud knockings without, 

What if I uſe th* unwounding aid of poiſon ? 

I have at hand that ſovereign remedy, 

For all diſeaſes, want and woe can plague with. 

Mix'd with ſo me unfear'd draught *twill gently murder: 

- Bear off death's painful edge, and, in ſweet ſlumber, 

Swim foft, and ſhadowy, o'er the miſty eye-ball. 


— 2. 


tn — IND 


Enter Louiſa. 


Louiſa. Will you forgive me, if officious love, 

Thar anxious pain I feel, till you are ſafe, 

Obtrudes my zeal, perhaps a few ſhort moments, 

Before you wou'd have wiſh'd to be diſturb'd ? 

Yon villains grow impatient for admiſſion, 

And ſcarce your ſervants guard your gates againſt them, 

Storms of bold oaths, and horrible reproaches, 

Mix'd with loud thunderings, and the threats of law, 

Make my heart tremble, and have forc'd me hither, 

Forc'd me to urge you, by all ties of love, 

Of intereſt, honour, hope, and future happineſs, 

To fly this dangerous roof, and fave us all. 

Bel. I thank thy gentle care It is reſolv'd. Fo 
ave 


1, 
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have bethought me of a means, to evade 
The malice of my fortune — twill be a journey, 
A little longer, than thy love could with it; 

Yet not fo far, but we ſhall meet again. v5 | 
Louiſa. Oh! be the diſtance wide, as pole from pole, 
Let me but follow thee, and I am bleſs e. 

Bel. It ſhall be ſo, Louiſa. 3 "991 
Louiſa. A thouſand angels $52 4.2) 
Spread their wings o'er thee, and protect thy ſteps. 
Now thou art kind ! — But the dear little ones, 
Shall /hey go too? 
Bel. All! all! ſhall go! 
Louiſa. Haſte then, 
Let us be gone —- my bounding heart leaps joyful, 
And I ſhall ſmile again ——But ah me, Bellmour! 
They are ſo young! ſo tender! is it poſſible, 
That they ſhould travel with us ? 3 
Bel. Moving innocence 
My ſtrong heart bleeds within me, at her accents ! [ Aſice. 
A few ſhort ſteps will lodge us in a place  *'[To Her. 
Of reſt and ſafety —— we ſhall have leiſure there, 
To weigh our future hopes, and ſeek fit means, 
To our wiſh'd end. — Courtney will ſoon return; 

Said he not ſo? _ | R | 
Louiſa, He did, and we'll inform him 
Of our new purpoſe, and begin our flight. 
I'll make proviſion, ſuch as beſt, befits | 
Our haſte, and our diſtreſſes. She is going. 

Bel. Stay, Louiſa ! OED. 3 
Thoſe boaſted cordials, the French Marquiſs ſent me, 
Gave I to thee, or no?. 5 A 

Louiſa. You ſpoke of ſuch 5 
But ſtill forgot to give em me and now, 
They're not worth memory 

Bel. Nay, now, molt uſeful! 1 
Their virtue is reported ſovereign, {+ 
Againſt the body's toil, or mind's diſturbance. ith 


Louiſa. Wou'd Courtney were come. | Excunt ſeverally. 
X 4 Auer 


5267 


— 
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Euter Courtney ane. 


Court. Strange! chat à man ſhould linger thus in peril! 
The pointed ſword, that, by a ſlender. hair, 
Hung o'er the bead of Damocles, was ſhadow 
To Bellmour's ſolid danger. I was told 
He walks this way — I'll trace the gallery round, 
And urge him to eſcape ——Few minutes more 
May ſpread a crowd of eyes on every. is: 
And fatally prevent him. I Exit. 


Re- enter Bellmour. 


Bel. 500 baleful hand has mix'd the deadly draught, 
To give it as a cordial — give it! whom ? 
Start from thy burning orb, "thou conſcious ſun, 
And chill thy ſelf to froſt at my black purpoſe. 
Am I a parent? a protector? lover? 
Or has this devil, that heaves about my heart, 
Transform'd me to a fiend ? He has! he has ! 
Chain him, ſome angel, millions of fathoms down; 
Heap him with mountains, leſt he riſe again, 
And in a huſband's and a father's breaſt, 
Brew horrid murders ! i am my ſelf, once more 
Nov let cool reaſon's undiſtracted ſearch 
Anſwer my bleeding ſoul, which dreadful ill 
May beſt be botne by nature— to leave our friends, 
To grinding ſorrow, poverty and ſcorn, 
With ſenſe of his not feeling any pain, 
Who gave them all, —— or, to quit life together, 
And, wanting pow'r to ble, make jt jome merit, 
Not to leave curſes to ſurviving innocence ! 
Pm mad again—Reaſon herſelf betrays me, 
And whiſpers, that this Joſt is cruelty, , 
And murder grows a mercy —— 


Re-enter Louiſa, 


Loviſe, Found you the cordial ? 


Your 


il! 


it, 
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Your little wanderers are ready dreſs'd | 
To act the pilgrim with us; perhaps *twill aid 
Their fainting ſpirits, yet untried in hardſhips. 


Bel. I cannot move my feet, bound down by nature, 


Rebel againſt my heart. Oh!] if one moment, 
One ſhort thought longer, ſhe oppreſs me, thus, 
With melting, innocent, talt ] ſhall grow ſoft, 


| Yield her to want, and live to be a beggar. 


Loui ſa. Still you are doubtful 


Bel. No-—no——Pm fix'd —— oh! nature! [ Afide. 


I left my cloſet open, — on a table, 

In that gold cup, which was thy father's preſent, 
When thy firſt favourite boy's laſt birth-day came, 
Thou'lt find the fitteſt cordial I try'd 'em all, 


And what ſeem'd propereſt, for the boys and the, 


Waits, in that cup, thy taſting. _— 


Louiſa. Courtney ſtays long. . 
All things are ready, and I wiſh him here. 
Now for this boaſted cordial — +: [ Exit, 


Bel. Be firm, my heart! 


Stop thy big beat! thaw, thaw, this curdling blood, 


That, thro* my icy veins, creeps, cold as death, 
And freezes in its paſſage. — Where is Louiſa ? 
But a few moments, and ſhe is no more 

Now ! now! the unſuſpecting innocent 


Lifts that laſt cup now, now, ſhe taſtes a draught, 


That ſnatches her, for ever, from my ſight, 

And robs me of her comfort ! Never more, 

Shall her ſweet voice enchant me ! never more, 
Shall her ſoft eyes look fondly into mine, 

And ſbine with ſwimming languor-—never, never, 
Will her unwearied wit beguile my cares, 5 
Or huſh me more to peace, when paſſion ſhakes me 
Open, engulph me, and conceal my ſhame, 
Befriending earth ! -— or, from thy yawning depth, 
Stream up a night of gloom, to blot out memory, 
And darken o'er reflection! — I feel my blood 
Cool, and grow 4hick, as melted lead flows heavy, 


And 
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And hardens, in its motion—— a little longer, 
And I, who have a heart, already marble, an. 
Shall petrify throughout, and be aflatve tf © 
" Louiſa. (Within.) My life! my Bellmour ! ab 
Bel. Ha! *tis her voice that _ n 
It ſounded nor reproach ful. 
Louiſa. [Withm.| Look, Jook; my Bellmour? 
Theſe little ſtrugglers will not quit the coralal, 
Bur ſip it to the bottom. | 
Bel. Torturing horror — 


| Enter Louiſa, with an empty cup. 25 
Loniſa. How cou'd you be fo rigid, not to come, 


When I twice call'd you? *twould have been a ſcene - 


Of pleaſure, to obſerve with how much eagerneſs - 
The little wranglers quarrelPd for the cup, | 
Which, having drank, my ſelf, I brought to them. 
T bid em taſte it only — and told the Pratlers, 
Ir was their father's preſent : but that word 
| Tranſported them, to lift their pretty hands, 
And brought a war about me——— 

Bel. Furies tear me! ——— -, 


Louiſa. Did you not give * they! wood taſte, 


Ere they began the journey? 


Bd. Alas} Lounge 


A long, long journey is, indeed begun: 
But endleſs, as eternity —— thy elf, A, 
And thoſe dear infants, —are poiſon d by that eve, 


„ 


Louiſa. Poiſon'd! by tber? thou ſay'ſt it but to try me! 


If *twere thy wiſh that I ſhould die, thy love, — - 
At leaſt, thy pity, wou'd have given ſome Wag: 
Death is à dreadful journey, and requires 
Much length of preparation. ol 
Bel. By thoſe charms, | 

Which I no more muſt gaze on, and be bleſs, 
Thou can'ſt not live an hour a laſt, long Nerp 
Will ſteal, in cold advances, - o'er thy beauties, ' 


n 


p aa a . vo So. ß 


And thoſe two beamy ſuns, which ſparkle on me, 
Anon, ſhall ſet in death — even, while we talk, 
Th' eternal ſnade will riſe, at once, between us, 
And ſever us for ever.. 8 
Louiſa. Dreadful contraction | 
Of that ſhort ſpan, which, at its longeſt ſtretch, 
Was much too narrow, to allow me ſcope, 
To ſpeak, or look, or think, my love, for thee : 
What ſhall I ſay ?——a thouſand tender thoughts 
Struggle, at once, for vent. I cannot ſpeak—— 
Death is too haſty——T have yet, undone, 
Unſpoke, untbought, a thouſand weighty things! 
O! Heaven! my litile ones let me fly to them! 
Have I ſo ſhort a time, to gaze upon them? | 
Yet ne*er muſt ſee em more! — l cannot leave thee. 
What ſhall I do? —O bring my children hither; 
Fly with 'em to my arms ! — dear, dying, innocents ! 
Oh! Bellmour ! Bellmour | why has this been done ? 
Bel. That we might baffle woe, and die together 
And leave no beggars of our race behind us. 
See! my Louiſa! Ihave afaithful guide, [Drawing a dagger. 
That will not let me loſe thee—— [ Stabs himſelf. 
Louiſa. Oh! cruel Bellmour ! 
What haft thou done? — now, I am kill'd indeed! 
Help, help !——O! uncle! what a dreadful ſcene 
Are you return'd to ? | 


Enter Courtney. 


Court. I have heard it all | 
And had not that conceal'd, undreamt of, dagger, 
Prevented my near vigilance, had fav'd 
Unhappy Bellmour. - 
Bel. Not unhappy, now 
We flide, united, from the woes of life, 
And Want's too ſlow to reach us. —- 
Court. Miſtaken man ! 


The hand of Heaven, howe'er, from mortal eyes, 
Obſcur'd 
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Obſcur'd in clouds, ſtill points direct at juſtice ! 
Not thy three children, nor thy guiltleſs wife, 
But thou, alone, art fallen! whoſe 1-00 crime 
Drew down a ſingle vengeance! _ 
Loui ſa. Alas! what mean you? 
Bel. Thou little know'ſt the deadly means I wk; 
If thou conceiv*ſt me fruſtrated ——— 
Court. Hear, then, with wonder, - | 
And, trembling, mark the mazy paths of Providence, 
- Seeking you on the gallery's garden fide, 
I, in your cloſet, ſpy'd a late filPd cup, 
With a ſmall phial near it. To the neck 
There hung a label.—By the name, inſcrib'd, 
I ſaw, with fad furprize, it had held poiſon. 
| rp Re”. you : had newly mingled it, 
With that rich draught it ſtood by from a window, 
I threw it on the garden—refill'd the cup, 
Without its deadly mixture—and ſtood, conceal'd, 
To watch what happen'd——when Louiſa came, 
And ſnatch'd it thence, I follow'd her, unmark'd, 
Pleas'd to have been a means, to intercept 
Hers, and her children's death.—The reft, you know 
too well. 
Bel. Angels ſurround thee, with unceaſing vigilance, 
And, for this friendſhip, ward off every evil.” 
Oh! I have err'd! : 
Louiſa. Oh | too, too, partial bleſſing 
Faint ſweet! with more than poiſonous bitter mix'd ! 
Now Bellmour ! tell me was it not a crime, 
To diſtruſt Heav'n? elſe thou hadſt liv'd — and then, 
We had all, perhaps, been bleſt. 
Court. You had, indeed 
By a young kinſman, landed, from a ſhip, 
That left her conſort ſcarce a day behind, 
Woodly has heard ſurprizing news your brother, 
Abſent, ſo many years, and long thought dead, 
Returning, rich, from the remoteſt Eaſt, 


Dy'd 


" 
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Dy d but in ſight of land, and has bequeath'd 

His whole, heap'd, wealth, to Bellmour. 
Bel. Heav'n | I adore thee 

Would I had truſted thy eternal Wiſdom ! 

Thou beſt canſt clear thy myſtic diſpenſations, 

And make confuſion end in beauteous order. 

Oh! thou art juſt! and dreadful is thy conduct; 

Puniſh*d with this ſeverity of juſtice, 

| feel, and own, thy mercy—Now live, Louiſa ! 

Live, and be happy and forget—thy Bellmour, [ Dies. 
Louiſa. Oh [She ſwoons, 
Court. Alas! ſhe faints - this ſudden turn of terror, 

Ruſhes too ſtrong, to be withſtood by nature. 

PII call her women, to her aid, and watch her, 

Till time and thought, by ſlow degrees, bring comfort. 


From this ſad ſtory let obſervers know, 

That early riot ends in laſting woe. 

Mean, and ignoble, pleaſures break the mind, 

Un- nerve our judgment, and our reaſon blind, 
Till Heav'n o'ertakes us, with ſome dreadful fate, 
And the touch'd ſoul grows ſenſible, too late. 
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SCENE, an apartment in the Doctor's houſe: A table 
with a bottle, and two glaſſes, — Harlequin, in amo- 
rous grimace with Columbine, the Doctor's daughter. 

They repreſent, in filent action, the gradual advance of a 
courtſhip ; in which ſhe appears, firſt, coy and re er ved; 
then ſoftened and ſatisficd; and, at length, tender and 
paſſionate. 

They they - break a piece of gold, and, exchanging the two 
balves, embrace, kiſs, and plight a formal and ſolemn 
promiſe, in dumb ſhow. 

Here they are interrupted, by the entrance of the Doctor; 

who brings Merlin with him, dreſs'd like à conjurer, 

with his wand, long beard, and trailing robe. 


Mock-REciTarTivo. 


Doct. C ALL all things, here, your own, 
Molt ſage magician | 

Merl, Wou'd -— you excepted none ! 
O learn'd phyſician! -— 


Yo. I. * Doc. 


322 MRT IN zn Love: Or, 
DoF. All —— All ——1 freely grant. 


Merl. Since long I've ſought her: 
1 25 Includes the Doctor's grant 
| The Doctor's Daughter ? 
DoF. How bleſs'd my Columbine, 
That you approve her 


Come hither, Romp of mine; 
| Receive this Lover. 


Harlequin, during this laſt Scene, appears ſurpriz'd, uneaß, 
- Jealous. Merlin, amerous, joyful, courtly, —— Colum- 

bine, averſe, ſcornful, angry —— making ſigns of diſlike, 
| to his beard, his age, and pretenſions. 


AIR I. 


Merl. Why do thoſe killing eyes, 
No longer languiſh ? | 
Why, thro' my boſom, flies, 
This hopeleſs anguiſh? 


AIR II. 


Col. mocking in the ſame tune and manner. 


Pray, let my eyes alone; 
Old men ſee double: cf 
Cou'd you, but clear your own, 

*L wou'd caſe all trouble. 


During the time that theſe two airs are ſinging, the Doctor 
follows Harlequin with action of contempt, to turn bin 
out of the apartment; which he avoids by a mixture i 
reſpeFful compliments, dexterous turns, fhrugs, airs, ant 
evaſions, . 


Ar 


Your againſt Magic. 


Air III. 
Merl. van my hope to move her pity ! 


Sighing age can none create 
Why are old men tools of faſhion ? 
Youth alone, in love has weight. 


Cupid let my wand command thee : 
Come, and charm her heart to love. 

If the fair one dares withſtand thee! 
Age, and Magic join'd, may move. 


ah, 
im. 
ike, EIT 
A the end of the air, Cupid deſcends, ſinging ; and being 


deſcended, continues the following ſong, : in action of court- 
ip, in favour of Merlin. 


AIR IV. 
Cupid. See! fair diſturber of a wiſe man's reſt, 


Charm'd to his aid, fee! from above, 
Deſcend, the powerful god of love! 
Let thy pityleſs breaſt 
Conſent to be bleſt: 
Nor be blind to a truth that thy paſſion ſhou'd move, 


Age with wiſdom do not ſhun, 
Youth and folly oft are one. 
Light conſenting 
Brings repenting : 
Will you run 


_ To be undone ? - 
1 4 | Ah! look back, and here, be won. 
„ Let not fancied ills affright you; 
Rule, and wealth, and fame invite you : 
Be but willing and, *tis done. 
I | Y 2 


Columbine 
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Columbine, at the end of the ſong, turns away diſdainfulh, 
and rejetts the addreſſes of Cupid. | 


ReciTATivo. 


Merl. Try - ſince Love can plead, and moves not, 
Try, if Fortune ſhe approves not : 
Fortune, pow'rful Empreſs! 7:/e 
And court her eyes. | 
[ Strikes the ſtage with his wand, and the 
figure of Fortune riſes, and makes court, 
in dumb action, which Columbine re- 
jelis. 


Merl. In vain, even Fortune tries! 
Wiſdom!—ſometimes, woman loves thee, 
Wiſdom, ſee! if ſhe approves thee. 

[Calls up the figure of Wiſdom, which 
ſhe rejefis, as before. 


Merl. No-—no—=—no 
Alas! what ſtubborn lengths the cruel go 
Honour is their idol paſſion : | 
Honour! ſtronger, ev'n than Faſhion ! 
Honour, riſe, and force compaſſion. 
[ Honour aſcends, courts, and is ali 
rejected. 


Merl. Still, ſtill — it will not be! 
5 She ſlights, even thee, . 
Laſt, then, riſe Pow'r ! the ſex's darling jo), 
Riſe, riſe, O Pow'r, and all thy arts employ; 
This fcornful rigour to deſtroy. 
| Power riſes, addreſſes, and is rejetitd. 


After having ſeverally, in vain, pointed out Merlin 4 
Columbine's choice, they join in a grand dance, keepin, 
Cupid jor the middle figure, 
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Du 
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Nurigg all this, Merlin's dumb action expreſſes hope, love, 
defire, reſpett. —— The Doctor's, wonder; and delight, 
at Merlin's till: but anger at his daughter*s obſtinacy.— 
Harlequin, terrified, deſpairing, hoping, appears lively, 
and dejected, by turns; with all the wanton variety of 
air, look, and action, adapted to his charatter, 


ulh, 


After the Dance. Alx V. 


IId. In vain, deluded Pow'rs ! in vain, 
ourt, You tempt the conſtant heart : 
e. True love is the ſame, both in pleaſure, and pain; 


And proof, - againſt reaſon, and art. 
Fickle Fortune II defy thee : 
Blind, and wanton, ever turning! | Fortune ſinks. 
Honour ! all, who preſs too nigh thee. 
Feel their reſtleſs boſoms burning. [ Honour ſinks. 
To our ruin, Power deceives us: Power ſinks. 
Wiſdom, oft, of jov bereaves us: [Wiſdom finks. 
Love, alone, is worth our care, | 
All is hope, and ſunſhine, there! 


Love, alone, is worth our care. 


vhich 


During Columbine's ſong, Fortune, Honour, Power, and Ii, 
dom, ſeverally, vaniſh, as ſhe rejects them, in ſinging, with 
a motion of her hand, and ſtamp of her foot; —and For- 


al tune, when about to diſappear, catching Cupid in ber 
arms, carries him down, along with her. 
AIR VI. 
7 Dif, And, why do you look like an aſs ? 


And, why do you ſigh, like a ninny ? 
Come, caſt out your devil, the laſs; 
And raiſe a new ſpirit within ye. {The bo!tte. 
What! tho? ſhe's as croſs, as her mother! 
Two glaſſes will waſh her away. 
Then, ceaſe to be making a pother : 
Here's that, will re-moiſten your clay 
_ = Tho' 
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Tho? it make us not young, like another, 
Twill make us as briſk, and as gay. 
Look !—it ſmiles, like the day 
Send the girl to her play : 
And, like men of ſound ſenſe, let usdrink her away, 


They fit down, at the table, and drink: Merlin continuing 
melancholy , fighing, folding his arms, looking down, and 
ſhaking his head: and the Doctor expreſſing, in dumb 
attion, a diſcourſe of comfort, and perſuaſion. 

Harlequin, in the interim, obſerving, that Merlin, whey 
he ſat down, to drink, bad depoſited his wand againſt the 
fide of the ſcene, makes dumb intimation to Columbine, 
of his purpoſe to ſteal it. 

She catches the hint, with delight ; and, to favour the at. 
tempt, by ſcreening him from obſervation, pretends, offii- 

ouſly, to fill wine fer ber father. 

Merlin, at approach of his miſtreſs, riſes, complaiſantly, 15 
offer her his chair, which ſhe declines, and ber father 
puſhes her away, in high indignation: during which buſtle 
Harlequin ſteals the wand, and returns, unobſervd, ti 
his ſtation. 

The old gentlemen re-aſſume their chairs, and their glaſſes 

and Harlequin, beckoning Columbine, takes hold of ber 

hand; and, waving the wand, a triumphal charict, 
drawn by two doves, whoſe reins are held by à Cupid, ariſes 

under their feet, and carries them up into the air. — 4 

they aſcend, it thunders, and lightens: at the nije 

which Merlin ſtarts up, frighted ; miſſes his wand, and 
burſts into great agony. 


RECITATIVO., 


Merl. Alas! alas! Pm loſt! 
Do8. ſtarting up ſuddenly. 

Why? — What's the matter? 
Merl. Fool, that I was ! — Ab !-— Pg 
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Docr. following Merl. who traverſes the ftage in a great _ 
Why came you at her? 


However — ſince ſhe's parted, . 
Why, let her be forgotten: 
Be not thus broken-hearted; 


way. 
| Love's hopes were always rotten. 
vin Merl. turning haſtily upon bim. | 
and Go, — go, — nor interpoſe, 
umb Twixt me, and anger. . 
Is this the duty, that a daughter owes |! 
ven Def. Ah !—Gipſy !—hang her! 
e Merl. Had I not loſt my wand, 
Ine, All dangers -over-ruling ; _ 
Ere this, my powerful hand 
4. Dat. Had ſpoil'd their fooling. 
fei. Merl. Away I'll, yet, recover 
A new one, to ſupply met": 

„ to Then, woe to this bold lover, 
ther Who dar'd defy me. 
e, Merlin, taking a book out of bis pocket, de- 
j to ſcribes a circle, with it, ou the ſtage. 

DoF, You've buſineſs with the devil ! 
es} I hate all intervening. _ 
ber My ſtay might be uncivil, | 
q * Since that's your meaning. [Runs out. 
riſe | 
Merlin, mutters in bis book, the following incantation, in 
e of Recitativo. 


Merl. Swinſwang hopandthumpo lethale farcificando | 
Grande taſtexalto, quadrill et ombretilmorno ! 
Toſſalong ſtradlingo, beautiloſto maſculinando * 


AIR VII. Not ſung, but ſpoken. 


Merl. Tis done the powerful charm is heard! 
Belov'd, by realms below: 
Hell's empire, at the ſound, is chear'd ! 


And joyful Furies glow | 
Jeet. ah * y 1; 
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At the cloſe of the air, there appears ſomething, — 
and leaping, out of the neck of the bottle, which Merlin 
takes hold of, and draws up a new wand; with 
_ wwbich be walks, angry, are the ſtage, wy flouriſhes, 
while he fings, © 


Ars VIIL | 


Merl. Riſe, from your frightful caverns, riſe, 
Ye winds, that drive the deep! 
Roar, in your race, along the ſkies; 
And the ſeas in ſurges ſweep. — 
Trace the world from Weſt to Eaſt; | 
And again, from Pole to Pole; 

Let the waves in moving mountains, roll! 
Let meeting winds to winds impart 
Sound, fury, ſwiftneſs, dread; 

Then, whirling, every way, at once, depart, 

And o'er each region ſpread. -: 
Find him, bring him, ſweep him back 
Or, blow, -— till | the rooted mountains ſhake : 
And their iron intrails crack ! _ 
Go — ſweep him back. 


At the end of the air, Merlin ſtriłing the table, it falls to- 
gether, in form of clouds, at the touch of the wand, and 
is turned into four Spirits, in figure of the four Winds, who 
firſt, forming a ſhort, ſwift, and violent dance, ſeparate, 

and ruſh out, four different ways. Merlin, then, 
goes off, with revengeful and threatening action. 


2 


. 
in 
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* 


41K. . XK A ALA dn AN MA WA AN ADC - wW 1 e en 


Ng Wet Ye? Yet nd Yd od dl wn Yee Yd nh) 


SCENE, a wild, rocky, proſpect, with an opening, in 
front, that deſcends to Merlin's cave; — an old hollow 
tree growing cloſe by its entrance. 


Merlin comes up, out of the cave, and looks, every way, round, 
with action expreſſing melancholy, and impatience, 


A 


Merl. AH fatal road of life | thro' vales of woe 
Where pale deſpair | 
Tho? at each ftage of reſt, gay roſes blow, 
Feels the ſharp thorn of care! 

Ah me !---what teaches knowledge ? but to know 
The pains, which man is doom'd to undergo ! 
Life's a light, and gaudy bubble, 
Gilt with hope, and broke by trouble: 
Every paſſion, ſpite of reaſon, 

Rules us, in---aad out of, ſeaſon. 
Man is only born, to know 
Variety, of never-ending woe. 


A Spirit ſ one of the four Winds) deſcends, and whiſpers Mer- 
lin: who ſeems briſter, upon the intelligence brought him; 
and, after ſeeming to give orders to the Spirit, puts him 
into the hollow tree : and returns, himſelf, into the cave. 

Mufic, in the air. The chariot deſcends, with Harlequin 
and Columbine; and, after they are alighted, flys up 
again, and diſappears. | 

They embrace, in high rapture; as, for joy, at their eſcape 1 

but look round, as wondering what place they are brought to. 


A1R 


* 
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n 
Harlequin trips time to ber ſinging, 


Col. *Tis over —*tis over —— 
And I, and my lover, 
In freedom eſcaping, forget the paſt pain. 
Let us ſhake off our chain, 
And new pleaſures obtain ; 
For life, without loving, is living, in vain. 


In the midft of their tranſport, muſic is heard, under ground, 
and the place, upon which they are ſtanding, begins to riſe 
under them. Harlequin, in a great fright, runs about, 
as in ſearch of a place, wherein to hide Columbine and 
at length, putting her into the hollow tree, ſtands behind 
it, himſelf ; and peeps, expreſſively, at what paſſes. 

Then, ariſes, ſlowly, to the ſound of the ſubterranean muſe, 
a huge muſhroom, covering eight or nine feet of the ſtage; 

and, from under it, thro a little arcb'd door, that opens, 
in the ſtalk, come out two Fairies, (a lover, and his mi- 
ftreſs,) follow'd by a Fairy blackamore page, carrying a ſcal- 
ing ladder, for his Lord and Lady to mount by 


Air XI. Dvztra. 
Sung by Children. 


He Fairy. Gentle Fay! 
Pip, the gay ! 


See | the day 
Sbe. Smiles, like thee; 
He. And, to me, 
: Cries— kiſs her, and play: 
She. Come—trip, trip, away; 
*Tis pity to ſtay, 
All day, 
In the duſk of our ſhades, when, above ground, we may 
Both. Dance the ſun-ſhine away. 


= He. 
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He. Muſhroom ! —— beneath whoſe gloom we dwelt ; 
Thou, roof, to our cell! p 
Continue to ſwell — — 
Sbe. Let our ſize 
Allo riſe, 
Ten inches nearer to the ſkies! 
He. That my Fay's enchanting eyes 
Alluring the ken 
| Of giant men, | 
May the ladies, that live here above-ground, dif, 
| And ſhame all the race P | 1 
Tho? my Pip cou'd ſcarce furniſh a noſe for their face. 
She. Hard caſe 
Botb. That the greateſt, in charms, ſhou'd be ſmalleſt, in ſpace! 


3. 


He. How that ſmile 
Can beguile! 
Tol be page] Hop, come hither — mark your time; 
Set the ladder, — let us climb: 
I wou'd be rais'd, and look ſublime ! 
For, who ſhou'd more exalted be, 
She. "Thien he i: 
Who, loving, thus, is, thus, belov'd by, thee! 
Than the, BL 
Who, loving, thus, &c. 
He. Than he —— 
She. than the —— 
Both. ho, loving. &c. | 
[They ſtrut, in ſtate, round the muſhroom, while 
Hop /ets up the ladder, againſt it; then, climb 
1p, and form à dance, on the top of it. Hop 
takes atcay the ladder, and returns, as be came, 
1 | ſhutting the dear in the ſtalk, after him. 


After 
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After the dance, Harlequin, who is advanc'd from behind 
the tree, with action, expreſſing a mixture of fear, plea- 
ſure, and curigſity, coming near the muſhroom, the Fairies 
diſcern him, and vaniſh, thro* the center of the muſhroom ; 
the woman, firſt; and, then, the man-fairy. — The 
muſhroom ſinking down, as at firſt. 

Harlequin, after looking on the place, with figns of great 
wonder and deligbt, attempts to enter the hollow of the 
tree, in ſearch of Columbine : but, ſtarts back in great 
fright, at appearance of an overgrown bear, that fills up 
the trunk, like a centinel. 

After many fearful windings, twiſtings, and reverted looks, 

| at diſtance, he bethinks himſelf of his wand; and, gathcr- 

| ing courage to return, ſtrikes the bear, on the noſe. 

At touch of the wand, the bear falls down, in form of a 

patb, from the hollow tree, cover'd neatly with a car- 
pet : at the upper part of which, appears Columbine, 
in act of deſcending. 

Harlequin embraces her, in extaſy ; and, after mutual ex- 
preſſion of rapture, diſcerning the mouth of the cave, points 
to it, as a place of ſafety, and repoſe. 


AIR XII. 


Col. Let us go, with the man, that we love, 
Where-ever ill fortune can carry: 
All the dangers on earth, ſne may venture to prove, 
Who dares be ſo bold as to marry. 
Step firſt: and I'll follow unfearing; 
When hopes are endearing, 
And fancy looks chearing, 
The worſt ſtroke of Fortune, tis eaſy to parry: 
When the call is from love, none but cowards will tarry. 
| Harlequin leads her down into the cave: and 
the ſcene cloſes upon them, 


ACTI 
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MORON ORE SOS ONO SOLOS OO 
AST + 


SCENE, the inſide of Merlin's cave. A moſs-bed—a 
table; — books : and, on one fide, a large eaſy chair. 
Enter Harlequin, with Columbine weary, and inclinable 
to fleep. — Harlequin points out the moſs-bed, as a pro- 
per ſcene of repoſe : ſhe lies down, on it: and he offers to 
lie by her fide ; which occaſions a whimſical dumb ſcene of 

entreaty, on his part, and refuſal on bers. 


Ariz XIII. very flew meaſure. 


Col. Ne- xo don't expect it, 
Marry, firſt, and, then, 'twill do: 

Now — now — I Muss reject it; 

Wait the grace, and, then, fall to. 
Lou men -— early taſting, 

Spoil your ſtomach, ere *tis noon ; 
Then, — then --- wou'd keep vs faſting, 

*Cauſe YouRSELVEs have eat, too ſoon | 


After the air, ſhe direfis him to the eaſy chair; into which 
be leaps, antickly, up, and reclines himſelf, in a lolling, 
extravagant. poſture. 2 

On a ſudden, the head of the chair ſneezes; and Harlequin 
beginning to move, as in ſurprize, is caught faſt, by an 
arm of the chair, about his waiſt : at which, twiſiing Bis 


face round, with great agony and diſtortion, the other 


arm of the chair is rais'd above his head, which is graſp'd 
violently by the hand of it. 

Harlequin roars out, and ſtruggles to get looſe. Colum- 
bine, behind, ſtarts up, and leans, trembling, againſt the 
ide of the cave. 


At 


* 
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At length, be breaks free; and, running to a little diſtance, 
- Jooks back, in a poſture of Nan denen; trembling, in ex- 

preſſion of horror , and drops his wand, in his eſcape. 

T, Fa eaſy chair riſes, fowh, into figure of a man (the back 
part falling down, to form the tail of his robe) and ap- 
pears to be Merlin; who taking up Harlequin's wand, 
ſurrounds bim, with a magical circle. He falls 
down, on one knee, and makes ſigns of N * 
and ſubmiſſion. 


AIR XIV. 


Merl. Demons! Furies! riſe, and take him, 
From his dream of ſafety wake him; 
Let a whirlwind riſe, and ſhake him, 
| Seize him -—- break him; 
Nor, till loſt in air, forſake him. 


Two Furies ariſe, and form a dance round the circle, 
to the tune of the incantation : to which Harlequin 
keeps time, with the trembling of his right knee, yer, left 
heel, upon the flage : introducing an apt and doleful groan 
in each cloſe of t e muſic. 

Columbine, at length, in pity, appears, and comes forward. 


RECITATIVO. 


Col. Ah! be not too ſevere : 
Bid, bid, thoſe devils forſake him. 
Conlider, 1 am here ; 
And, let me take him. 
Merl. Ah! welcome, cruel fair ! 
Let me but gain thee : 
I wou'd his fate forbear ; 
Cou'd that obtain thee. 
Col. Where muſt he go? — Alas ! 
Merl. Where-e'er he pleaſes. 
This wand ſhall be his paſs : 
Col. My ſorrow ceaſes. 
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Go ——fated lover go, | 
Wait fairer weather. 


Better, to loſe me, ſo! 
Than love, and life, together ! 


Harlequin weeps, ſprugs, fighs, ſhakes his head, makes ns 
that he will hang himſelf : but, after great tokens of re- 
luftance, pulls out his half piece of the gold, that was 
broke, between him and Columbine, and reſtores it dloe- 
fully to her. She gives it, as if unwiliing, to Merlin; 

and, then, taking ber own half, from ber boſom, tallies, 
and exchanges the pieces. | 


REcrrarrvo. 


Col. This broken half is mine: 
Merl. To mine, I #t it. 
Col. As, now, both pieces join, 
Loet both hearts Hit it. 
Merl. Next, as both pieces, thus, 
Once more, become divided; 
Col, So, till death /evers us, 
Reſt truth, in truth, confided. 


At a ſignal of Merlin's wand, the Furies diſappear. 


AIR XV. 
Merl. Come hither, poor trembler, and have a good heart, 


The danger is over, for ever: 
Tho? one, thou haſt loſt, thou mayſt gayly depart, 
And look out a ſecond, as clever. | 
Take with thee this wand, and go, try thy ſucceſs, 
Whome'er thou ſhalt like, thou mayſt take her: 
And, when thou no longer delight'ſt to poſſeſs; 
Turn round like a Lord, and forſake her. 


Merlin leads off Columbine: Harlequin, in ſad, and diſ 
mal, airs, goes off, on the other fide. They look back, 
ſtep by ſtep; and, at laſt, burſt away, in agony, at the 
oppoſite doors; in mimic imitation of diſtreſsd lovers in 
tragedy, | ACT 
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At length, be breaks free; and, running to a little diſtance, 

looks back, in a poſture of aſtoniſhment ; trembling, in ex. 
preſſion of horror; and drops his wand, in his eſcape. 

The eaſy chair riſes, flowly, into figure of a man (the back 
part falling down, to form the tail of his robe) and ap- 
pears to be Merlin; who — up Harlequin's wand, 
ſurrounds him, with a magical circle. He falls 
down, on one knee, and makes ſigns of prayer, humility, 
and ſubmiſſion. | 


* 


Air XIV. 


Merl. Demons! Furies! rife, and take him, 
From his dream of ſafety wake him; 
Let a whirlwind riſe, and ſhake him, 
| Seize him -—- break him; 
Nor, till loſt in air, forſake him. 


Two Furies ariſe, and form a dance round the circle, 
to the tune of the incantation : to which Harlequin 
keeps time, with the trembling of his right knee, and left 
beet, upon the flage : introducing an apt and doleful groan 
in each cloſe of t e muſic. 

Columbine, at length, in pity, appears, and comes forward. 


RECITATI Vo. 


Col. Ah! — be not too ſevere : 
Bid, bid, thoſe devils forſake him, 
Conſider, I am here; ; 
And, let me take him. 
Merl. Ah! welcome, cruel fair ! 
Let me but gain thee : 
I wou'd his fate forbear ; 
Cou'd that obtain thee. 
Col. Where muſt he go ? — Alas ! 
Merl. Where-e'er he pleaſes. 
This wand ſhall be his paſs : 
Cot, My ſorrow ceaſes, 


— 
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Go ——fated lover !— go, 
Wait fairer weather, 

Better, to loſe me, ſo! 
Than love, and life, together! 


Harlequin weeps, forugs, fighs, ſhakes his head, makes ns 
that he will hang himſelf : but, after great tokens of re- 
luftance, pulls out his half piece of the gold, that was 
broke, between him and Columbine, and reſtores it dloe- 
fully to her. She gives it, as if unwilling, to Merlin; 

and, then, taking her own half, from her boſom, tallies, 
and exchanges the pieces. | 


REcrrarrvo. 


Col. This broken half is mine: 
Merl. To mine, I ft it. 
Col. As, now, both pieces join, 
_ Let both hearts Hit it. 
Merl. Next, as both pieces, thus, 
Once more, become divided; 
Col, So, till death ſevers us, 
Reſt truth, in truth, confided. 


At 4 ſignal of Merlin's wand, the Furies diſappear. 


AIR XV, 
Merl. Come hither, poor trembler, and have a good heart, 


The danger is over, for ever : 

Tho? one, thou haſt loſt, thou mayſt gayly depart, 
And look out a ſecond, as clever. 

Take with thee this wand, and go, try thy ſucceſs, 
Whome'er thou ſhalt like, thou mayſt take her : 

And, when thou no longer delight'ſt to poſſeſs; 
Turn round like a Lord, and forſake her. 


Merlin leads off Columbine: Harlequin, in ſad, and diſ- 
mal, airs, goes off, on the other fide. They look back, 
ſtep ly ſtep; and, at laſt, burſt away, in agony, at tbe 
oppoſite doors; in mimic imitation of diſtreſs'd levers in 
tragedy, | ACT 
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DIA Eb 


MERLIN in Love: Or, 


r IV, 


SCENE, a wheat field, the back unreap'd; — in the 
front ſome ſtanding ſheaves. 

A reaper, and woman binder, at the foot of one of the 
ſheaves, at dinner. Bread, cheeſe, and a gallon cag, 
before them. BY 

Harlequin, in dumb courtſhip, appears ſuddenly fond of the 
woman, who expreſſes contempt, and throws cheeſe-parings 


at him. 
The man, at length, riſes, angry. 
Air XVI. 
Clown HAT wou'd you have friend — What is't, 
you mean ? 


You'd beſt gang your ways---and leave us, aloan: 
Sure |. *ris a proudneſs, not often ſeen, 
To hinder a poor man—tfrom kiſſing his oan. 


2. 
Dorcas, and I, here, meant you no harm--- 
Your fine, broider'd coat d'ant make me afeard: 
Folks in the country, keep foot, and arm, 
Enow, to ſecure em from ſoon being ſcear'd. 


- 
Nay---tho'---by hap now, Dorcas had been 
Betray'd here, aloan---I'll tell you one thing: 
She had been able---ſhin * againſt ſhin, 
To give you, at leaſt, friend, as good as you bring, 


Harlequin cajoles the reaper, ſeems to beg pardon of the 
girl; and grows exceedingly civil: this, reconciling the 


Clown, 


— 


Sung with a geſlure of throwing out the foot, like a wreſtler. 
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' . Clown, be takes the cag, to drink to Harlequin ; aud they 


ſhake hands : but, while the reaper has the cag at bis 
mouth, Harlequin ftrikes it, with his wand, and it riſes 
over the countryman's head, falls down, about him, in ſhape 
of a great barrel; and ſinks, with him, under the ſtage. 
be girl, in grief for the loſs of her lover, is addreſſed, 
with great airs of gallantry, by Harlequin, who, to en- 
tertain, and divert her melancholy, touches the wheat- 
ſheaves with his wand: upon which, they move, divide, 
and fall into meaſure ; forming a kind of hop, and thump, 
dance, inwhich they go off the ſtage, at different openings. 
Harlequin, perſiſting in bis amorous airs, the girl, growing 
more and more angry, at length falls upon him, and 
beats him. | | 
After breaking out of her hands, he waves his wand, with 
great indignation, and ſeeming reſentment. It thunders : 
at which, he looks frighted, and amazed, as expecting a dif- 
ferent conſequence. 
There ariſe, to him, inſtead of ſpirits, Merlin and Columbine, 


She reproaches him, in the following air. 
AIR XVII. 


Col. Ah! falſe, inconſtant man! was this your paſſion ? 
You change, by nature, all; and love, for faſhion ! 
Your light, uncertain, hearts, are always roving : 
And, women, till, are loft, by truth in loving. 
Cou'd I have thought, ſo ſoon, to ſee you changing ! 
Farewel, fond hope of faith!--Man lives, for ranging. 


Harlequin, in his ſurprize, having dropt his wand, Merlin 
kicks it away, and ſets his foot upon it. 


Arr XVIII. 


Merl. Tremble, at thy fate, dece1ver | 
Hope no more, to *{cape the pain 
Thou, who, cou'dſt ſo lightly, leave her, 
Ne'er deſerv'ſt to 2 again. 


Vol. I. 2. Go, 


338 MERLIN in Love: O, 


* 
2. 


Go, prepare · the vengeance waits thee, 
Which thy fortune late out- ran: 
None will pity, now ſhe hates thee ; 

None befriend the perjur'd man. 


At the end of the ſongs, it tbunders again; and the ſcene i; 
changed, in a moment, into the proſpett of a rolling ſea, 
ſurrounded with cliffs, ſteep rocks, and preripices: at 

_ fight whereof, Harlequin runs off the ſtage. 

Furies riſe out of the ſea, with tridents in their hands : and 
are ſent out by Merlin, in purſuit of Harlequin. They 
hunt him up and down, round the houſe, and behind the 

tops of the rocks, ſometimes ſeen and ſometimes not, while 
Merlin below, fmgs the following chace, to the ſound of a 
French horn. | 


AIR XIX. 


Merl. Up, and down, o' er the hills, from the rock to the vale, 
Purſue him, affright him, o ertake him away : 
Let the ſound of the horn wing your ſpeed, as you ſcale, 
And drive you upon him, like tempeſts of hail ! 
Hunt away, hunt away : 
See!] the light of the day 
Seems to double its brightneſs, and points out the way! 


Alt the cloſe of this ſong, one of the Furies enters in front, 
above the cliffs, with Harlequin ſticking on the points of 
his trident; and plunges him into the ſea, in face of the 
audience Ihe daſhing of water, heard, at fall of the 

Igure. 


e 


50 
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6 

SCENE, the ſea, as before. Merlin and Columbine, 
4 DES 
; RrcITATI Jo. 
| 

u. JILL not be fatisfied : 
d No = 
y Will. Why ?---relentlefs fair! 
e Sure l- When a perjur'd lover died, 
le He claim'd not this deſpair ! 


(i, No more I die, to hear his name, 

Who, for my ſake, has bled : 

Merl, Yet, while he liv'd, you join'd, to blame, 

(ll, Alas !---But, now, he's dead! 

rl. Wou'd you be pacified, my art 
Cou'd, yet, his life reſtore : 

But, let an oath convince my heart, 
You ne'er will fee him, more. 

lu, I {wear —— 

Merl, Enough. Behold this wand, 

Whate'er he dares require, 


y! Who waves it, with commanding hand, 
It grants the bold deſire. 

nt, Neptune, beneath the ſtormy wreck, 

of Shall hear its magic call: 

the And give your Peri wand'rer, back, 


the From his ſea-cover'd hall. 
. If ſuch, its power, ah! let my hand 
That charity beſtow | 
Let him, by aid of this dear wand, 
To me, redemption owe. 
IT To me, who, injur'd, can forgive; 
And will, from death, reſtore: 
Then, once, upbraid him - bid him live, 
And never ſee him more. | 
” Merlin 


* AY 


240 MERL1N. in Love, Or : 


'Merlin 1 ber with the wand; and ſhe ſings the folly. 


ing incantation. 


AIR XX. 


of: Down,.throughthe deep, down, far, far, far, beloy 
| Profoundly aweful, and ſerene ! 
Where whiſp'ring g tempeſts are afraid to blow, 
And nothing mortal's ſeen ! 

Hear!—from thy coral groves, great Neptune! hear! 
Deſcend, ye Pow'rs, that aid my waving rod 
Deſcend in magic founds—go, near; 

Strike thro" his ſtorm- reſiſting ear: 
And wake the ſleeping god 
Tell him love, that lives, to bleſs, 
Reclaims a wanderer, loſt : 
O!——let him fave me from diſtreſs ; 
And jou the fleeting ghoſt. 


During the invocation, there ariſes out of the ſea, a bu 
whale, that covers the whole flat of the ſtage. —-In th 
mouth of the whale, fits Harlequin, with a lanthorn inl 
band, and fings, in his aſcending. 


" |[ Note, a finger placed behind bi 
WP.CT'S> + 1 


Larl, Where am 1? good people, where am 1 ? 
It ſmells like a fiſh's belly! 
May I never more dive, 
If, dead, or alive, 
Is a point, that I know, how to tell ye! 
But whoever may ha' me, 
I am ſure, I don't ſham ye, 
When I ſwear, and declare, 
That I tremble, and ſtare ; 
And am melting apace, to a jelly ! 


The whale continues to riſe, higher and higher, till at ln 
it forms the roof to a marine palace, ſupported " } 
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ſilvery pillars, glittering like the ſcales of fiſhes. ——The © 
ſea re- appears below ;, and, from the midſt of it, ariſes a 
coral rock, with Neptune ſeated on its top; ſurrounded 
ly Tritons below, and Mermaids at more diſtance, 


Arr XXII: To the ſound of the Tritons' ſhells. 


Net. Sound, ſound, ye Tritons! ſound your tuneful ſhells! 
Tell the mortal, that invokes us, 
Magic force, in vain, provokes us; 
But, when love its ſorrow tells, 
Complaining beauty, heard through all our cells, 
Our aid compels ; 
And adamantine hearts to pity ſwells ! 
Tell the Fair One, we approve her 
Send her back, her roving lover, 
More ſincere, and grateful to her. — 
Let, him ſince his fancy choſe her, 
Let him---now his fe he owes her, 
With a faithful paſſion, woe her, 
Nor purſue her, 
Like a falſe one to undoe her. 
Let him, &c. 


During the ſong, a ſucceſſion of rocks, ariſing from behind, 
form a winding aſcent to the back part of the roof, where- 
by Neptune goes up out of fight, preceded in ſtate by the 
Tritons; while the Mermaids fink into the ſurges. 

The clouds being drawn up from before, there appears, above 
the roof, a tranſparent arch; to the opening whereof ad- 
vance the Tritons, from behind ; followed by Neptune, 
leading Harlequin, and delivering him, at the opening of 
the arch, to the care of two Cupids : ſupported berween 
whom, he is gently let down to the ſound of ſoft muſic ; and 
preſented to Columbine. 
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Col. Turn, turn away your face, 

Leſt this laſt favour, 

This final act of grace, 1} 
This leave you gave her ; ; 

Shou'd bring your miſtreſs woe, 
By your repenting : _... 

And you ſhou'd jealous grow: 

— _ curſe conſenting, | 


Ars XXIV, 


Merl. Stretch. as you pleaſe; your grace, 
I will not heed it: | 
See | ſce! —I ſhade wy. face 3 
"Twas Love decreed ut; - 


Merlin turning away bis ye and ſiding binſel behind 
his robe, Columbine, after winking upon arlequin, 


Rrikes Merlin with the wand, and: thanges him into an 
aſs, with a halter about his neck : after which, ſhe arcſſes 
Harlequin in his rival's robe, and puts the wand intq 
bis hand; with which, he firuts and dances about in ex- 
ftacy : and, at length, mounting on the 45 s back, is led 


off in triumph by BANE ſabis. 
A IR XXV. 


Cal. The wiſe may take warning, a as well as they can, 
Still thus, will it come to paſs ! 
Let a young woman looſe, at an old cunning man; 
The conjurer proves but an 1 als, 
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DRURY-LAMNE. 


Perſons repreſented. 


MEN. 
Encas, King of England, Mr, MiLLs. 


ATHELWOLD, Earl of Lancaſter, Mr. BRIDC WATER. 


LOLVN, Prince of North Wales, Mr. A. HALLAM. 


Oswalp, Miniſter of State, Mr. Turo. CIE BER. 


Epwyn, a Gentleman, At- 


WOMEN. 


5 Daughter w the 
— — | Mrs. Boorn. 


ETHELINDA, Niece to OswarD, Mrs, CIBB ER. 
Lady, Attendant on ELT m, Mrs, Gr act, 
| Officers, Guards. 
Men and Women Attendants. 


The SCENE, Cheſter, 
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{HAI HON GA I A 
PREFACE 
TO...1T HERA FEE | 


F there is any thing, in my writings, that deſerves to 


It they ought to be forgotten, they wou'd die in ſpite of 


protection. So I commit them to the world, unſuſtained 


by Dedication. —No Patron's authority can protect a bed 
work :—and a good one can want no protection. | 

I am afraid, we need look no farther, than the Dedi- 
cations of our Poetic writings, for the ſource of that 
neglef?, which the art, itſelf, complains of. While 
Poetry preſerved its honeſty, it was conſidered with di- 
ſtinction; but, when degenerated into a traffic, between 
praiſe and reward, it became deſpiſed, like the gold of 
Utopia, not by ignorance of its value, but through ſcorn 
of the uſe, it was put to. | 

Before I ſpeak of the following Tragedy, I am obliged 
to take notice of another, the firſt dramatic ſally of my 
youth ; and which, I ſhou'd be aſhamed to confeſs, I had. 
the folly to begin and finiſh in a week, but that I have 
occaſion, from that confeſſion, to hope pardon of its 
taults; and admire the Engliſh good-nature, which re- 
ceived it, with undeſerved indulgence. ——It was written 
on the ſame ſubject with hs, (upon Mr. Booth's recom- 
mending it to my choice.) It was alſo acted at the ſame 
Theatre; and is, till, a living evidence, againſt me, un- 
der the name of Elfrid, or, the Fair Inconſtant. 

As I knew nothing of the rules of writing, the play 
was, conſequently, an unprun'd wilderneſs of fancy, with 
here and there a flower, among the leaves; but without 
any fruit of judgment. — ] know not how it came to pals 
that At heltwold, even in that piece, deſerved ſome little 
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pity; but, I am afraid, I was too dull a painter, to hit 
a likeneſs for the Ladies. Elfrid ſuffered more by 
my ill conduct, than her own; and was a lighter incon- 
ſtant, than the hiſtories of thoſe times have ſhewn her: 
And, as for Edgar, the Monarch came out of my hands, 
as one of his ſucceſſors, out of the Arch-Duke of Au- 
ſtria's ; ſtript of every thing that became his condition, 
and only a King in his fle. 
I therefore conſidered my ſelf as not deſerving pardon 
from the public, till I had purchaſed ir, with ſomething 
Jetter, on the ſame ſubject. This was the original 
of Athelwold. | 
The new play has neither thought, deſign, nor ex- 
reſſion, in the leaſt, reſembling the old one; and my 
only reaſon for troubling the reader with this little ſtory, 
is, becauſe, ſhou'd there be any thing in the ſecond at- 
tempt, greatly preferable to the firſt, it will be a prof, 
that fancy (for, to ſay genius, wou'd be making bold 
with what is none of my own) wants the aid of judgment; 
and ſhou'd have regard to the rules of an art, which, like 
religion, had an orthodox eſtabliſhment ; but (like that 
too) has been warped, and weakened, by myfterious dul- 
neſs; and the dry pride of commentators. 
I am unable to execute any thing in poetry, if I have 
waſted the care, I beſtowed on this Tragedy : Nor 
can I have ſo unjuſt an opinion of the public taſte, (tho 
think nobody will celebrate it, for poetry) as not to 
know, that ſhou'd there be merit in Athelwold, there 
are ſpirits, in the nation, who have influence and gene- 
roſity, to awaken others into their ſentiments. | ſay 
this, for the ſake of the Stage; for, as to my ſelf, the 
diſtinction of deſerving to be read, is all the advantage l 
propoſe from my writings. 
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K 0 L OG U K. 
Spoken by Mr. WILKS. 


0 UR Author's wiſhes, ack to the Stage, 
Not for himſelf, your favour wou'd engage : + Gn 

Not his own cauſe, but ours, he wou'd defend. 

Nor fears an enemy, — nor aſs a friend: LN. 

But, frankly, bids the own, that from his Pig, | 

He means no profit, and deſerves no praiſe. 
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Yet, bas he one fond paſſion to impart ; 
One favourite weakneſs, that has warm'd his heart! 
Conſtant, he doats on a declining Fair; 
Vet, recommends his miſtreſs to your care; 
To paſt her bloom, till tempting ſhe appears, 
A mid-ag'd matron, — of three thouſand years ! 
Sight not Dame Tragedy, nor fancy, Sirs, 
That pain, and ſpleen, and age, alone, are bers: 
Old, as you think her, ſtill, ſhe moves, and warms, 
Smiles thro* the ſoul, and ſwells tie heart with charms, 
But the vain Prude, too coy, te vield, at pleaſure, 
Vows, ſhell be wedded, —- e &ith-bold her treaſure, 
Take her, to wite ; be match cou'd ne er be wrong, 
But, for one quality l live t long. 
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Cou'd ye, for once, forgive the ſerious ſtrain, 
And bear a uſeful truth, undreſsd, and plain ? — 
Fain wou'd the Muſe remind you, that the Stage 
Receiv'd moſt honour, from the wiſeſt age. 
Athens ſhone brighteſt, when the crowded ſcene 
Fir'd her bold ſons, —to dare, —to act, — 10 mean 
Greatly, to copy the departed great, 
Aud be the Chiefs, they learnt to emulate. 
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Warm'd, 


PROLOGUE. 


Warm d, by this heat, which to their Plays they ow'd, 
The guided paſſions of a == ple glow'd: 

High beat 2 cheriſh'd bearts, in glory's cauſe; 
Firm ſtood their freedom, and long liv'd their laws : 
Charm'd into virtue, and by pleaſure taught, 

The raptur d youth, the meant impreſſion caught, 

Grew up to greatneſs, liberty and arts, | 

And ſnatch'd the Heroe's from the Player's parts, 


Ob] could we live, to hail the future day, 
When ſparkling Fol] p ſhall give Genius way 
When low, light, ic enes ſpall tempt the eye, in vain; 
And Paſſion's power impreſs the heart, again; 
Then ſhall the Muſes, like their Monarch, ſmile, 
And all Heaven's bleſſings crown his happy e! 
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Spoken by Mrs. BOOTH. 


7 HIS whining Tragedy has made me boarſe, 

Yet, as an Epilogue's a thing of courſe, 
I caw't belp telling ye, before we part, 
Pm glad my Huſband's dead, with all my heart : 
That's one confeſſion, —— and one more ſhall be, 
T wiſh the Author were as dead as be: 
His murdering Muſe, in downright love of teizing, + . . 
Kills one, for being pleas'd, and one, for pleaſing : 
Stabs Ethy — cauſe her love was an untrue one, 
Drowns my good man, becauſe be lik d a new one: 


Lud! Lud !—what work *twou'd make among the Fair; 


Shou'd every Belle be drown'd, that loves @ Pair: 
And, as for Beaux, —who make no bones of erring, 
They'd fill the ſeas, all round, like ſboals of herring ! 


A fine example, truly] don't it move ye? 
Were it well follow'd—how *twou'd ſoon improve ye ! 
Send ye, in pairs, to heav'n, where good folks truſt 1s, 
Martyrs, Lord help ye ! of Poetic Juſtice! 


J, for my part, had a ſweet race to run, 
I,—not to be a Queen, — muſt be a —— Nun! 
No, Ladies, have a care of that : —— the Poet 
Belies the ftory, — and, thank Heaven] I know it: — 
Elfrid was wiſer, and the King was kinder; 
Even, in the convent, he knew how to find her: 
He, pious Prince] lov'd penitence ſo well, 

That, oft, he trac'd it to the lonelieſt cell; 
Confeſs'd the Saints himſelf— bleſs'd occupation 
Freely beſtow'd his princely conſolation ; 

And eas'd the Father Girards / the nation, 


Nay, 
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EPILOGUE. 


* 4 . — . 1 — 


ö Se am ſerious, | 
F meant no ek 10 Bini myſterious ! 4 

Aſe Hollinſhead 3 — — he'll tell ye, if "tis new _{'ye, 
That Edgar; was a Lion——gt Church duty. 3 


One f his virtues needs muſt anvy raiſe, 

He was the verieſt Patriot, of bis dens 

He, not to maids, alone, thought pity. due, 

His will, unwearied, wort d for erat too. 
Dependent Princes 2 their wives, by th* dozen, 
To tax this bounty of their royal cozen ! | 
And eight dubb'd Monarchs, of his own creation, 
Rows him, in grateful triumph, round the nation. 


T his being uz ſo—wobat does our Author merit, 
Hang him, dull Poet TI ſay nothing for. 55 
In good King Ed Lgar's quarrel, 1 abhor bum :—— 
Take him among ye, —-.and, if e er you;d mend him, 
To ſome kind Je eſuit, for uew notions, ſend Bim. 


ACT. I SCENTS 
A rocky coaſt, without the city of Cheſter. 


Athelwold, ' Elfrid, Edwyn, men and women attendants. 


Arhelwold, to an attendant. 


ACK to the boat; caution the mariners, 
When aſk'd, what Lady ſhar*dour ill-tim'd : wreck, 
10 anſwer, at their peril, as I taught 'em. 
Edwyn., —— Exit attendant. 
Edw. My Lord? 
Athel. Haſte, watchful and unmark'd, 
Climb that highpath, and, ent'ring my apartment, 
Thro? the cloſe grove that bounds the palace garden, 
Warn Egbert to receive us: ſo ſhall-we ſhun 
The city's buſy eye. Elfrid, my wife! 
x Exit Edwyn. 
My hope! my fear! my pride! my ſoul's ſoft joy 
Was ever fatal ſhipwreck tim'd like ours? 
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Till then 


TY would not he had ſeen thee. 
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Elf. Why kept we not the ſea ?. thoſe unſeen ſhoals 


Had then been left, far diſtant. 


Athel. Shame on this pride 
That ſwells the hearts of kings ! But that I ſhunn'd 
His wide-ſtretch'd navy, whoſe expanded wings 
Inclos'd yon empty triumph, we had, -in ſafety, 

Held on our courſe for Lancaſter, — and Edgar, 
And Cheſter's dreaded walls, been paſs'd, unſeen, 

EIf. Why 1 you Edgar? You had ſtruck no 
Had jealouſy not wreck'd you. Where was the danger, 
Had we, amid the ſhouting ſwarms, approach'd 
His glitt'ring barge? That, proud of eight Kings rowing, 


Methought, mov d, conſcious of her glorious freight, 


And felt her Sovereign's triumph 
Athel. Edgar is young, 
Am'rous, impatient, hot as the ſummer ſun; 
But as the ſhadow changing. Emma, the ſiſter 


Of Leolyn, my friend, muſt be his Queen. 


That day once paſt, that day, now near, my Elfrid, 
Trembling no longer, for my ſoul's beſt treaſure, 

I ſhall unveil thee to the eye of Edgar : 

Then, in full luſtre, break upon the court, 

Charm the glad world, and ſwell the voice of wonder. 


Eff. Till then, you think, a woman's honour 
Is ſafeſt when not truſted ? —— Come, be wile; 


Laugh at your ſex's notions, and ſee truth, 


Unprejudic'd by maxim. You have been taught 
That a man's caution guards a woman's virtue : 
Believe me, tis an error. Wrong'd by the doubt, 
We make that doubt our licence, and grow light, 
To juſtify ſuſpicion. 

Athel. Of thee not jealous : 


I fear the heart of Edgar. There is a ſecret 


Which, yet, thou muſt not know !---For all the glory 
Fortune could heap upon a happier wiſh, 
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ls EIf. Why chuſe you then 

To lodge me in the gardens of his palace | 
Abel Safely conceal'd, in my apartment, there, ; 0 

While triumph buſies the tumultuous court, i 

Fair as thou art, thou may'ſt remain unknown, 1 

Till ſoon we re- imbark for Lancaſter: 9 

But Fate has driven me under Edgar's eye. 1 

Nor can I ſhun his preſence.— A ſhout at a diſtance, \ 

- DO 7 The barge, triumphant, - 

'Twixt the two founding banks; floats proudly in; 

er, see! the broad ſprinklings from the golden oars, 

Daſh'4, in gay miſts, againſt the glitt'ring ſun, 

Scatter a liquid lighCning !—Ere the King lands 

Retire, my ſoul's ſoft charmer. From this boar, 

That foremoſt ſtrikes the ſhore, deſcends a Lord. 

Wily, ſuſpicious, flatt' ring, baſe, and buſ: 

Malice and fear divide his motley ſoul : - | 

Soft ning ſubmiſſion dwells on his cool tongue; 

But his heart burns with envy.—See ! he lands; 

Oſwald, the-State's Prime Miniſter. —Retire ; 

He muſt not ſee thee. — Look! ——Edwyn attends th 

coming. Exit, leading Elfrid. 


Enter Oſwald, attended. 


Ofiv. Away, —away!— Here! Eldred Hubert 
Arnold ! 
Creep you this reptile pace, when a King's honour 
Hangs on your drowſy motion !----Yeu to the hall, 
See the port-reeve prepar'd to line the ſtreets, 
With his furr'd gowns and ſcarlet.-- [ Exit firſt Meſſenger, 
You to the caſtle : 
Say to the Governor, the King lands ſhort, 
And means to paſs the bridge.— ¶ Exit ſecond Meſſenger. 
Haſte you too, Hy; | gt 
1 Bid holy Dunſtan, and his white-rob'd train, 8 j ; 
| + 


Throw wide the brazen gates of the cathedral. { 
Ef, [Exit third Meſſenger, 1 
„Vor. I: a” All 4 
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All this was well provided for, before; 
But tis no fault, to ſeem too diligent, 
Where buſtling goes for loyalty.---Earl Athelwold ! 


Re-enter Athelwold. 


Fortune befriend your hopes, my noble Lord, 
As ſhe does ours. Who, on a day like this, 
When ſovereign Edgar triumphs like a god! 
Brings back his godlike fav*rite, to partake 
A ſplendor, thought imperfect, wanting you. 
Athel. Oh ! *tis too kind, my Lord, amidſt your cares, 
To waſte this fine court rhet'ric, on a plainneſs 
So unadorn'd as mine !---In war's big pom 
The King, ſometimes, in the broad bartle's front, 
Finds Athelwold, moſt near him : but, for a day 
So ſafely plum'd as this, a thouſand feathers, 
Loftier and far more gay than mine had been, 
Were proud, no doubt, to wave in ſtate about him: 
Oſw. Nay, my good Lord! your enemies muſt own, 
Your valour's ableſt rival is your reaſon. 
Athel. Why will you angle, with too ſhort a line, 
In depths of cautious honeſty ?----I know you.--- 
Why will you ſtill, you and your envious faction, 
Bow, to the happy | . — you hate, 
And ſmile your curſes on me? Shame on your meanneſs 
It I deſerve eſteem, give it, ſincere: 
If not, diſdain to court the man you fear, 
And, with brave truth, renounce me. 
Ofw. Why, thus tis, ever 
Diſtruſtful men but nouriſh new ſuſpicions 
From the beſt means we uſe, to quench the old. 
Still I am miſconceiv'd.---My Lord ! my Lord ! 
Ill agents have been buſy.---And here comes one, 
"— 2 [Re- enter Edwyn. 
Whom Ofwald ſhould avoid,---F'll charm the King 


With news of your return. [Exit Oſwald. 
Edu. 
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Edw. A new-born love 
[s full of ſoft impatience ! Soon as arriv* 
vas commanded to return, and preſs you 
To ſhorten your meant abſence. 
Athel. Is ſhe ſafe? 
Edw. Egbert is warn'd, ſhou'd theKing quit * crowd, 
And but approach the garden, to conceal her. 
Athel.. Then I will fear 
No longer, but expect the King; and meet him 
With a maſk'd ſmile of innocence. -O Edwyn 1 
Should Ethelinda know I have married Elfrid, 
How wretched would it make her !---Ofwald hates thee, 
As if he read our ſecret, through thy heart; 
Saw there thy gen'rous ſilence, which conceals 
My dear ſton night of joy with that ſoft charmer. 
Who that ſaw both, could think her niece to Oſwald? 
Edw. So, my good Lord, would her falſe ſervant ſays 
That doubly Faithleſs fair- one, who betray'd 
To me her Lady's honour, yet for ſoołk me! 
Athel. She wrong dher Miſtreſs; but the lov'd fzerſurely 
Who, in that ſecret, gave up both our honours, 
To thy ſafe keeping. But, fince all was told thee, 
'Twere now a fruitleſs point of proud reſerve, _ 
With thee, to keep that filence, which the favour d 
eſs ! MShou'd hold, in rev'rence of a Lady's honour, 
As facred as his glory. —- Oh ! ſuppole not, 
Becauſe ſhe bleſs d my wiſhes, that Ethelinda 
Yielded like common beauties. 
Edw. Twas plain, you lov'd her; 
For, when her horſe was drown'd, in Severn's ford, 
You, from your own, leapt, raſh : thro” the ſwol'n ſtream; 
Plung'd on, and ſnatch'd her, ſinking. 
Athel. True, I lov'd her, 
vyn. But lov'd her with dre: while, in her breaſt, 
Love, which, at firſt, was gen'rous gratitude, 
121d. Drew all its warmth from pity. — Never, never, 
hall forget, how bliſsfully I won her 
Edu. _ *I way 
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*T was the dear night, before this fatal journey; 
I found her, Edwyn, ſunk. on her couch, alone, 
Weeping, with am'rous grief, for coming abſence : + . 
Looſe and enchanting-negligent her dreſs ;;:;: - 
Faint was her air; and a kind nameleſs-languor _ 
Sigh'd, in ſhort heavings, from her ſoften'd heart; 
And every breath was tenderneſs and love! 
There, while tranſported, on my trembling knee, 
Bending, I gaz'd, and hung devoutly o'er her,. 
Raprur'd,: and charm'd, I plung'd amidſt attraction; 
Sigh'd on her eyes; breath'd o'er her panting boſom, 
And ſnatch'd her ſoul unguarded : — Millions of vows, 
Fierce, burning, vows ! of everlaſting love, 
Tranſport, and marriage, and eternal truth, 
Thaw'd her reluctant virtue to belief: 
Then—in the ſoft deſire's new warmth, I preſs'd her, 
Till, in the beating tumult of her heart. 
She gave—ſhe knew not what—nor meant compliance! 
Fortune renounce me, Edwyn, but my reaſon - 
Prefers her, even to Elfrid :—My paſſion did not. 
The love ſhe felt for me, I feel for Elfrid 
And am unwillingly undone—like her. + of 
| | n [A warlike ſymphony. 
Hark!—the King lands. Th' avenging hand of Heavn 
Points out my baſeneſs.— How ſhall my guilty eye 
Meet the wrong'd goodneſs of the royal Edgar! 
How ſhall I ſcreen the charms of injur'd Elfrid 
From the King's ſight ! — What ſhall my bleeding heart 
Say, to loſt Ethelinda ?--Yet, Edwyn, find her- 
Tell her I come, while every buly eye 
Hangs on the pomp, to ſigh my ſoul out to her. 
Say in the inmoſt garden the cloſe walk, 
That points upon the grotto. F 
Edw. Fatal wreck ! | | 
Heaven, that commiſſion'd it, avert my fears. 
| Exit Edwyn. 


Athel- 
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.  Athelwotd, ame. * re 


He 9 1 5 a turn behind theſe rocks 3 51 

And gather firmnęſs, to ſuſtain his eye, 

Whom, moſt of men I love; yet, moſt have wrong d. 
Exit. 


80 c E N in I. 
At ee + BUR. "1 £97 
Enter Edgar, Jrom the triumph, attended by Leolyn, os. 
— hs! wald, Se. 4 


Edg. Cheſter, this act, to time's laſt Jew renowns 
Thy name, with Edgar's. Far, as the bounded world 
Gives ſpace for fame to breathe in, ſhall be ſpread - 
The boaſt of this day's triumph.—Yer, thou ſay'ſt 
Nations, whoſe names lie deep, in unborn time, 
Will. riſe, and cenſure, and miſtake our purpoſe. 

Leolyn. Many will judge amiſs, and call it inſult. 

Ede. 1 know it, and deſpiſe it. My freed ſoul 
Then, ſtript of her encumb'rance, mounting ſtrong, 
Shall riſe, above ambition; nor hold fame 
By the faint tenure of weak mortal praiſe: 

But from the partners of her bright enlargement! 
Spirits! that judge unprejudic'd, and move 
Unbounded, and, in millions, fill thoſe voids, 
Which thought ev'n akes, to gueſs at 

- Leolyn. The forms of homage 
Differ with Sovereigns? wills: yet are but forms. 
Kings ſuffer not by ſeemings; if they did, 

The ſhame, that follows inſult, wou'd cut double, 
And wound the wounder deepeſt. 

Eadg. Nobly ſpoke ! 5 
Spoke like the friend of Edgar, and of Athelwold ! 

Ofw. Malignant envy will not dare misjudge 


The virtues af our Monarch. Rais'd to this height, 
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Our wiſhes are outſtript; and all our taſk 
Is, to receive, and wonder at, our bleſſings 

Eag. No flattery,' Oſwald.— Tis my nableſt pride 
To have deferv'd applauſe:: to kftez toric! 00005 56 
EO. the co glory.—Adhelwold . — wy 


x 
nd 1 . . 10 3 
N % 2 


Re-enter Athelwold. 


Friend of my ſoul ! my life's beſt e ! my, light! 

My every wiſh at once, and every bleſſing. 

| 8 [knezling.) My gracious, partial, Sovereign ! ' 
Edg. Riſe—nor diſtreſs me 

With this vain ceremony. Bow, but to Heaven, 

That made thee not a King, to make thee more; © _ 

And ſtampt thy foul divinely!—Cornwall's daughter, 

I find, deſerv'd not, I ſo long ſhou'd loſe thee. * 

All thy long letters, welcome, as they were, 

Brought me no hope from Elfrid: . it ene 

Decery'd us, and had Harter d her. | 
Athel. She's fair: 

But never cou'd have been that Ariking a 

So found and loſt at once. She flames not out 

With that ſtrong blaze of charms ; that living fire ! 

That burns, unquench'd, upon your royal memory. 
Edg. No, Athelwold ; — ſee, I hear, ſhe cannot. 

Elſe, had thy eyes catch'd fire, and ſtream'd it on me. 

Elſe, had thy labouring heart, oppreſs d with meaning, 


Shook, like an eartHqUEERs in diſcharge of paſſion.— 
Thou art a cold deſcriber Oh! the day! 


The dear, remember'd day! when, at the altar, 
Where, in thankſgiving 11 had bow'd to Heav'n, 
Heav'n ſeem'd nds on me!—My rais'd eye 
Met her flaſh'd charms, amidſt a gazing crowd, 
Who, from the ſcaffolded cathedral's ſides, 

Pour'd their bold looks upon me: greatneſs and languor 
Flow'd, in a ſofren'd radiance, from her mien, 


And 
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And kindled every ſhrine, with new divinity! | 
Sweetneſs fat ſmiling, on her humid eye-balls ; 
And light-wing'd Fancy danc'd and flam'd about her! 
Scarce were the ſolemn duties of the place — 
Remember'd, while I ſaw her! — At laſt—with Pain, 
Slow—dragging my reluctant eyes away. = 
[ loſt her ere religion licens'd love 
To ſteal a ſecond wonder. 2 

Ofw. Strange ! that ſince then, | 
Inquiry ſhou'd have toil'd in vain to find her 


Edg. One wou d have thought, the light that paints the 


world, 
Might have been loſt, as poſſibly as hers! 
But, ſince all ſearch is vain, and far-fam'd Elfrid 
Fails my laſt hope, I will redeem my heart, | 
And quench the blazing image.—Danger, and arms, 
Shall 80 the trembling ſoftneſs from my ſou. 
I will reſume war's thunder. —Athelwold !—Leolyn !— 
Help me to conquer : wake me again to glory : 
Tear me from love, —and guide me to renown. 
[ Trumpets without. 
Hark they move on.—Stay :—Friends have much to 
ſpeak of. 
Anon, we meet again.— * 
: [Exit Edgar, follow'd by Oſwald, &c. 
Athel. Prince Leolyn, . ü 
You had a warlike, tho' unhappy father. 
Yon rugged hills have echo'd with his glory. 
But, that his laſt too fatal raſhneſs forfeited 
Half Wales, your patrimony, Edgar bluſhing, 


Muſt have remember'd, when he ſpoke of love, 


You have a ſiſter's claim. 

Leolyn. Emma, my Lord, 8 
Was then a Sovereign's daughter: now, ſhe is ſunk, 
To ſiſter of a ſubject. Time was, when Edgar, 
Short of his preſent fortune, weigh'd my daring 3 
And vow'd, my ſiſter ſhou'd partake his throne : 
He ſees me, now, grown tame : an humble ſuff'rer! 
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And, while he holds my lands, neglects my blood; 
And boaſts another love, to ſhame my patienctee. 
Hubel. Hope better fiom him, The Ki g's! heart 1 1 8 
And his paſt promiſe facred. Paſſion'stide 
Bears him a- ſlant, and muſt, a While, have way,” 2h 
Unite your means with mine: my fate requires wot 
Your ſiſter ſhou'd be Queen. voy er of * 
And leave th' event to me. HO 0 r 
Leolyn. I can urge nothing 1) 
Let me confeſs,” that Tove, ' the Clicky cih 0 my Dil 
Love! has unman'd me, till my-ſoften'd heart 
Wants ev'n the will to murmur. ae Y 
The gentle Ethelinda | fills my ſoul. 
Why Hart you at her name? why bade you dunn 4. 
To urge her pity, in your friend's behalf? 
You ſav'd her life, and want have! int reſt in o her, 
To aid a Jover's wiſhes. 
—Athel. Oh! friendſhip t- friendſhip! 1 
To what: wilt thou reduce nein 
Leohyn. I doubt not friendſhip. - * 241 
| 1 ſpeak of love—my love to Ethelinda. 
Abel. Be wiſe, and think no mote of Ethelinda. 
Leolyn. Bid me not live, and I'll obey you gladly, 
But, when you bid me ceaſe to think of ber, 
Lou bid me live to ſenſe of all death's 42 
And die to all life's comforts. * 
Athel. How deaf is paſſion DATE 
You muſt not think of Ethelinda, © + 
Leolyn. I muſt not? C03 2 
 Athel. Unleſs you ceaſe to pref my ald, you muſt not 
Leon. Great is your power, tis en and no where 
greater 
Than in the breaſt of Leolyn. ret, fare * 
A prohibition, of ſuch fatal weight, 
Owes your friend's ear ſome reaſon ? 
Athel. J have no reaſon. 
Ruin and fate break in upon my ſchemes, 
And plunge me in confuſion, 


Leolyn. 


n 
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Leolyn. Ruin and fate! 
Schemes and confuſion— This diſorder proves, . 
What I've long fear'd, that where I hop'd a n 
I fir'd a rival's Jealouſy. — 

Athel. Vou wrong me, Prince : kid dont 5 5 
Widtely, you wrong me ! 

Leolyn, Oh! — grant, . I may ! "RM 
Eaſe my impatience, quickly then, and ſay, of] 
Whence that contuſion roſe ? - 

Athel.: From you; from you : 


From Ethelinda, friendſhip, honour, pity : 


Spare. me the torment of a plainer reaſon, | } 
And, truſt my faith, there is one. | | 
Leolyn, Is one? — Ha 


What plainer reaſon ? — Periſh all my hopes 
| Unpitied, — let my hated name be blotted 


From every lift of honeſty and fame, 
If I renounce not Athelwold's falſe friendſhip, 
And, from this moment, hold him for my toe, 
Till he diſcloſes this pretended ſecret, | 
That my heart ſprings to ſnatch at. 
Athel. Hot Leolyn ! 
Raſh, headſtrong man! — Now, by th' Eternal Power 
By Heaven's all- dreaded throne ! thou ſhalt not- 
Leolyn. Shall not! what 4] 


Not marry Ethelinda ? 


Athel. Impatient Leolyn ! 
Why doſt thou interrupt me? 
Leolyn. Impatient, ſaid*{t thou ? 
I am troſt, rock, ice, adamant !—Perdition! 
Impatient ? I am an anvil.—Shall not marry her? 
Athel. I ſee you mov'd. and bleed with pity for you. 
You ſaid I was your rival: hear me, raſh man 
For I will ſhame ſuſpicion, by a truſt 
Your Jevity deſerves not—Aml thy rival ? —— 
Take then this ſecret, from me: yes, Leolyn, 
Woman and love have made a traitor of me. 


I have, 
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I have, indeed, been falſe ; but not to thee: 
I have deceiv'd the King, have married Elfrid; 
And found her beauty more than fame had ſpoke her. 
This known, deftroys me: yet ev'n this I tell, 
To eaſe the throbbing doubt of thy fond heart. 
Leolyn. Eaſe ! what! whom! ſaid'ſt thou not that 
Ethelinda 
Muſt not be mine ? that Ethelinda ſhall not? 
And, while life trembles at it, thou would'ſt ſooth me 
With a ſlight tale of Elfrid ! = Why doſt thou trifle 
with me? | 
Or doſt thou know, for, by my heart's loſt hope, 
Thou ſeenv'ſt to mean it, — ſome black ſecret ſtory 
That her fair fame is touch'd by? —Ha !--by that Heaven 
That doom'd me, from my birth, to wrongs and ſhame | 
Thou haſt thyſelf betray'd my Ethelinda 
My tortur'd mem'ry recollects your looks, 
Her bluſhes, your confuſion, when by chance 
My entrance has diſturb'd your privacies, 
With an unwiſh'd intruſion. — Oh! ttis plain, 
Thou haſt deſtroy'd my peace: thou haſt poſſeſs'd her. 
Thou !—thou !—thy guilty ſilence owns it; proves it. 
Was it not ſo ?—ſay ; anſwer me ;—ſpeak ; tell me? 
Athel. Mad, as the winds in tempeſt !—till thou cool'ſt 
I will not anſwer thee. 1&1 
Leolyn, ¶ Drawing his ſword.] Curſe on my life's beſt 
wiſhes, 
If I not force the ſecret from thy heart, 
Or drown it in thy blood. 
Athel. Away, light threat'ner | —— 
*T was friendſhip's undeſerv d, and gen'rous delicacy, 
That, in a tender and unguarded moment, 
Has wak'd a jealouſy, that will diſtract thee. _—— 
Honour, forgive me, if, too nicely urg'd, 
I ſeem to wrong thy laws!-—and tell this madman, 
I have my {elf a claim to Ethelinda, | 
That blots out his, for ever. | 
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Leolyn. Married to Elfrid ! 

And yet a claim to Ethelinga too, 

That blots out mine !—Die, and be dumb for ever, 

Thou lying, babling traitor. 5 
_Athel. Nay, then, 

Defend thyſelf, raſh booſter. 


LT fight, Leolyn is diſarm'd. 
Enter Oſwald, with a guard. 
Ofw. Shame, my good Lords ! 


Shame on this ſudden boldneſs of diſpute, 


So near the royal preſence !—At the hill's foot 
Your warmth alarm'd the King, and he requires 
Your preſence, Prince. | 
Leolyn. Oh! that the King's command 
Were kind enough bur to indulge the death 
Proud Athelwold deſpis'd the power of giving me! 
| [ Exit, with Oſwald and guards. 


Athelwold alone. 


Why hop'd I peace, who had declin'd from virtue! 
The innocent alone a# ſteadily 
The guilty can but mean it. —O Ethelinda — 
In the dark race of vice, when once begun, 
We ſtart on miſchiefs we moſt wiſh to ſhun : * 
Puſh'd by the fate of guilt, and thence accurs'd, 
New crimes grow needful, to ſupport the firſt; 
Till, from diſhonour, we to ruin fall, 


And one disjointed virtue looſens all. [Exite 
End of the Firſt AF. 


ACT 


463 


4-4 | f 
' 
4 
WE 
* 
„ ANA 
4 
Rl: |», 
1. 
| = 
F 74 
＋ 1 4 
1 I 
3 
q . 3 — 
* 
1, TS. 
b 4 1 
e = 
* » þ 
1 pi ky 
* | q 
* + . 
l 
KIT Ws. 
I'S 1 
* 1 
4 1 * 
|" of 
11 
F | 1 
14 15 
Tv 4/544 
43H 
1 [ 1 
1 
* 1 q 
11 8 
1 
6 Wh! : \ 
N 
Ba 1'NY 
47 17 
+ 
"TE ; 
i t 
+ Lis y 
f « 11 
T4 "4 
+ R WY 
1 1 
: 4 
LIES 
+ G 
* \ 
1 
4 
$8. 7 
F. 
g 4” 
1 
\ \ 1 
VR 
4. 
4 © - 
p ö 
t. 4 
1 
N 
7 
4 14 
* 2 4 
44K 1 
1 
2 LF 
* U 
g 
ö 
5 
4 N. 1 
ä 
"ms #; 
44 3 
9 
(hes F 
11 
17 .-"FY 
y J 
. 1 
4165 
1 
14 i" 
8 14 
14 jy 
4 45 . 
\. CS 
3 * 

1 1 
Ws 7 
+ W 
VO N. 14 
0 14 
2 . 

4 * 
s . 4 4 
1 >. 

4 17 
Mb 
_ | 

1 o 
11 
& ä pt 
7% TH 
4 
1 13 
19 1 
f 1 oh 
23 
KN 
1 1 
' 1 FY i; 

* 

#4 #12” 

4 by i 
bs 1. : 
1 
WO l 
144 
1 n 

= 
1 
ei 
N. is 
# 

: 

» 41 
"Þ 1 
15* 
7s Ly 
N Li 
nw? 
Fon 
1 

F 8 8 

4 


3 SOOGEICE 
— 

* x 2 

r —— 

creep, 

— 

— — got = 
— 
EL 


4 — E 7 8 * - 
— FEY — * — "hw — 
2 = rb . A muon <7 EE” 
_ * — * _ * a7, 7x <= Sr 
n a * 777 — hn 
— 3 = Ibias 
a — — — — — — ——— : — 
ö | 2 * 
— 


1 

14 
1 
* 
1 


is 
| 
\ = 
A. 
i 
[7 


* — — 


— — 
+ 
— ® —— * 
A” — - 
_ 


366 TH ELW O ILD. 
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4 2 N. SCENE. bY 


I Grove, in the Palace Gun 
Athelwold, Ethelinda. © 
Ethel. LL this is falſe in reaſon ; but your eloquence, 
Proud of its power, provokes you to offend, 

That you may force forgiveneſs. — Was it not cold, 
Too cold for love, in all this cruel length - 1 i 
Of cheerleſs abſence, when your dang'rous charge too, 
Was but to gaze on beauty, never to writeh;ʒ?⅛ 
Never to bid me hope, the much-fear'd. Elfrid 11 
Had left your heart ſtill partial to my fondneſs ? 
'A fondneſs that deſtroy'd me | Turn your eyes from me; 
— They look as they'd reproach me: do not ſee me, 
But tell me why you made ſuch ſpeed to leave me? 
Had you but ſtaid, to add one hour of peace 
To thoſe of guilty ſoftneſs ; 3 had I been yours ; 
Your wife; that fatal morning, you do not en 
What tears it. wou'd have ſav'd me. 

Athel. Oh! ſpeak no more; 1 0 
Your words are wing'd with fire; they bord my foul : 
They enter, and burn in me! Oft have I trembled, 
As I do now, when rev'rence and deſire, 
Shot from thoſe angel eyes, have warr'd within me: 
Yet never was J thus diſtreſs'd, before! 

Ethel. That you are gen'rous, my fond heart confeſſes ; 
Elſe, how deſtroy'd a wretch were Ethelinda! 
If, like the baſe among your ſex, you ſhunn'd me, 
Nor pitied the kind weakneſs that betray' d me, 
But added ſhame to guilt, and grew inconſtant, 
And left me, for another ; ſave n me, ye Saints ! 
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To what a dreadful depth of ſtartling miſery 
Had my loft honour plung'd mein 

Athel. Grac'd, as you are, 
With artleſs virtue, and unconſcious beauty, 
Strengthen'd with wiſdom, ſanctified by truth, 
And fainted o'er with ſweetneſs! —tho? your voice 
Is tun'd to tranſport, and each melting accent 
Shakes to my ſoul, and ſwells deſpair, to muſic; 
Yet is there ſomething ſo diſorder'd, here, 
That I ev'n wiſh thee ſilent ! ——Thy ſoft words, 
Moving, and warm, and gentle, as thy boſom, 
Strike me, like death, when his eternal froſt + 
Creeps, in cold anguiſh, o'er us! 

Ethel. Oh! my kind Lord! 
To feel this wond'rous extaſy, for me! 
This nobleſt, tend'reſt, mark of mournful paſſion ! 
Is ſuch a ſweet atonement for my tears, 
That I could weep for ever. Be it my glory, 
My duty's pride, and my full heart's chief joy, 
To give unbounded love, in ſoft exchange, 
For your indulg'd endearment. — Let me not live, 
If I prefer not that dear name, your wife, 
To all thoſe empty ſounds, thoſe titled nothings, 
Which Edgar treaſures for his unknown Queen | 
— My Lord !—you ſtart ;—and tremble, and look pale! 
Come ;—this quick ſenſe of gratitude and love 


Works too intenſe, and I muſt chide you for it. 


Athel. It is too much: — and honour and humanity 
Diſclaim the brutal heart that cou'd bear this, 
And be leſs mov'd than I am. Curſe on the wild, 
The boundleſs luxury of wanton love ! 
What have I loſt ! what am I doom'd to ſuffer! 
Who cou'd heap ſufPrings here! ; 
Ethel. Suff rings, my Lord |! 
And wanton love? — What love? Whoſe ſuff rings? 
Athel. Mine, mine, thou injur'd truth | — who cou'd 
name wanton, 


And mix a thought of thee ? 
Ethel, 


——— — — = 
ERS EE 0. — : = — - > N 
— — —— —U—j — . LR FE = = — — = 
_ = - N * 83 . 2 — — 
* =” — — = > 8 4 1 » 
. \ £4 6 - _ - 4 


-- — - 
0 —̃ —„— —4 


366 AT HE LW OIL D. 


Ethel. But you nam'd ſufferings! 
Athel. What lover lives without *em ? 
' Ethel. A lover's ſufferings 
Once paſt, give preſent joys a livelier reliſh : 
The ſacred tie that firms a wife's ſoft claim, 2 
Will free pain'd mem'ry from the bluſſ of weakneſs, 
Athel. ¶Aſide.] How mean is guilt, that it muſt bow 
the heart 
To falſhood and diſguiſe! New in diſſembling, 
I ſhall betray my grief, and ſhame my art. —— ' 
—— The ſuff "ring that I meant, my Ethelinda, 
Was, that an ill-tim'd chance, a while, with-holds 
Our hands: but what are nuptial forms, to love! 
Prince Leolyn, my friend, — alas! he loves you; 
Loves you, my ſoul's ſweet pain, to ſuch excels, 
That his life hangs but on his hope of you! 
Jealous, he dies with fear, that I am now 
His rival in your love: what will he feel 
When I am own'd your choice! may not your pity 
Indulge appearance, for my friend*s wiſh'd eaſe, 
Till time, or accident, gives means to fave him ? 
Mean while !!!?! 
Etbel. What wou'd you do, mean while, my Lord? 
You wou'd not fure | that I receive him? hear him? 
Athel. That were too much. It might, perhaps, ſuffice, 
Shou'd I, more rarely, and with caution, ſeek 
The bleſſing of your preſence. 
Ethel. My Lord! my Lord! 
You are detected. My taught heart, at length, 
Blind as love made it, fees your baſeneſs through 
And burns with ſhame; and burſts with indignation. 
This poor deceit was form'd but to evade 
My due repair of honour. *Twas the word 2e, 
That made this ſudden politician of you | ——— 
Abel. Soften thoſe angry eyes, which ſparkle on me. 
Ethel. — Away nor bring contagion to my ſoul. 
Oh! what a dreadful change in my poor heart 
Has one weak moment made! Scorn'd, like - _ 
iſho- 
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Diſhonour'd, infamous, deſpisd, for ever, 

+ muſt — SO derer round the world; 
eet cold — and hunger — poverty and ſhame; 

Anguiſh and . — man 

The faithleſs murd'rer, man What am I doom'd to? 

Whom have I truſted! Oh! revenging Heav'n 

See my diſtreſs, and puniſh me with more; 

cannot be too wretched. Be gone, deceiver. 

I wou'd not curſe thee: ——1 will not wiſh thee pain: 

But, never, never, let me ſee thee more. 

Athel. Be not tranſported thus. 

Ethel. Inſolent coldneſs 
But I deſerve it all. — My fairy dream 
Muſt laſt no longer, and I wake, to woe. 

The pleaſing folly ſinks; and, in its room, 

Riſe penitence, and ſcorn, and laſting pain. 

Now, now, the ſhifting ſcene makes hafte to change | 

Now, now, comes on the race of ſhame and griet, 

Which every woman is condemn'd to run, 

Who truſts her honour to betraying man! 

Yet, every woman, where ſhe loves, believes; 

Tho', not to doubt, is thus to be undone ! 

Oh! what a diff rence, *twixt the calms of virtue, 
And theſe heart-rending pangs of guilt, and ſhame !, 
Far has your fatal journey out-gone all 
That my flow fears foreboded !-—==Theſe are the joys, 
The ſweets, the tranſports, the external rounds 
Of love, and tenderneſs, and gratitude, 

Which were to charm away my ſenſe of ruin! 

O woman! woman! What is vanity ? 

What is belief, that, tho? a thouſand fall, 

Me ſtill ſhall conquer, and ſtill hold our conqueſts 
Athel. By the ſweet mem'ry of that deareſt night! 
Ethel. Curſe on th' ill-choſen oath!-—All you can ſwear 

By that, will be as falſe and baſe as you are. 

Looſen your hated hold : —— 1 will not hear you. 
Athel. Cou'd you ſay hated ? 

Ethel. Of — By the eye of Heaven, 
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That ſaw my faith betray'd, not all thy arts 


Shall ſooth me to forgive thee. Away. ——Be gone. 


Atbel. Look yonder | ——— _ 
By all my hopes of peace, your uncle Oſwald, . 
And Leolyn, in conf*rence ! —— Oh | think. Recover 
Your ſcatter'd ſpirits; and, round the neighb'ring grot, 
Let us take diff*rent walks, and ſhun their eye. 
Ethel. When next I ſee thee, may my woes — + 
Athel. Oh! hold $201 £ 


That oath would kill me. Why do you tremble thus k. 


Shall we not meet again? 
Ethel. Once — and no more, 
Till in eternity. ii 
Athel. An hour hence, here. 


SC EN E I. Enter Oſwald, and Leolyn. 


Ofw. What! and was this your doughty cauſe of quarrel, 
Becauſe he boaſts to have won from Ethelinda, 
That woman's toy you ſigh for? 

Leolyn. I wiſh, indeed: 
But cannot wiſh diſhonourably, 

Ofw. Thar 1s, 
You wou'd not tell, as he does. why that's generous ! 
Honour, in love, is ſilence. But two ſuch friends 
As you and Athelwold, cannot, methinks, 
Have fought an amorous quarrel.—Your rival's thoughts 
ArefilPd with high ſtate projects? ſomething like jealouſy 
Of truſtſuppos'd betrayed ?—ſome plot ? ſome ſchemings ? 
Some aim your caution ſtarted at? or which 
Your oath to Edgar check*d your wiſh'd aſſent to? 
Something like this, no doubt, provok'd proud Athelwold. 
No matter. Fear him not.—Oſwald has power: 
And can procure you the King's thanks, perhaps, 
Ev'n againſt favour'd Athelwold.—As for his tale 
Of Ethelinda, women are paſſive agents; 
And, when love prompts them, can out: ſuffer 8 : 
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[ wou'd not ſwear he wrongs her: yet I think ſo. 

Believe him not, till I have ſounded her. 

Half Wales, with Leolyn, a Prince reſtor'd, 

Shou'd pleaſe a woman, better than-Earl Athelwold, 

A traitor, fall'n from power. Was it not thus? 

Speak frankly to your miſtreſs's diſpoſer, 

And let her thank your loyalty, 

Leolyn. Lord Olwald, 

Jam unpractis'd in the arts of court; 

And my free thoughts range open as my eye- balls. 

Wrong'd as I am by Athelwold, my heart 

Diſdains to hide his virtues. — He may have wiſhes : 

He may deceive, in love, but not in loyalty. | 

A brave man cannot ſerve a Prince, and wrong him. 
Ofw. Nobly remark'd. —In faith your honour charms me! 

We live in dang'rous times, and men muſt learn - 

To try the boſoms they wou'd truſt their peace in: 

What ſudden ruin might not careleſs innocence 

Draw on a great man's fortune ?—Had I unwarily 

Eſpous'd your int'reſt, ere my art had pois'd 

Your hop'd fidelity, J had not known you! 

Now, all that Ethelinda holds is yours 

But what's already Athelwold's, 

Leolyn. By Heav'n! 

I cannot bear th' inſinuated guilt, 

The ſhadowy doubt diſtracts my tingling heart; 

And I cou'd kill thee, but for trifling on it. 0 
Ofw. Kind, temp'rate, madman!--take my thanks ſodue 

To your indulg'd forbearance. —By good Saint Auſtin ! 

Theſe lovers are the wildeſt of all lunartics 

Their ravings have no intervals ! But fee, 

Your ſmiling ſtars have ſent your miſtreſs hither ; 

That madneſs may be match'd, and ſooth'd with folly, 
Leolyn. Oh! my full heart! tis ſhe 
Oſcw. Thou finiſh'd lover |! 

Come---hear me charge her, far thee ——So, Ethelinda! 
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Enter Ethelinda. 


Alone! and cheeks thus roſy ! — One would have worn 
The ſun, as lively as he looks to-day, 
Had wanted warmth, without a lover's aid, 
To light up that carnation !, | 
Ethel. 1 meant, my Lord, 
To have left the garden But miſtook the waltk, 
1 know not how——1 found the inner door 
Faſt lock'd ſo came about this ſhadier way. 

Of. You ſeem confus'd, methinks ? 

Ethel. But warm, my Lord. 

Ofw. Tis a good omen to a lover's hopes, : 
That you bring warmth about you. Prince Leolyn 
Has fights a thouſand raptures, in your praiſe, 

And, that he loves you truly, take this mark; 
Elſewhere he's eloquent Dumb in your compan 
And never look'd fo like the thing he 1 18 — & 
As you now ſee him. 

Leolyn. Oh! judge not of my pain, 

By this too light deſcription.---Did not ſoft tremblings 
Seize on my tongue, I cou'd have told my paſſion, 
In words, that humbler truths have taught to ſpeak it. 

Ethel. *Tis yours, my Lord, by — blood, 
To treat me without ceremony. - But Sir! 
If you wou'd have me think, you really love, 

Swear but to grant the firſt r&ueſt I make, 
And I ſhall wiſh you happy. 

Lechhu. I ſwear, with tranſport. 

Ethel. This moment leave me, then, nor ever more; 
Speak of your hopeleſs paſſion. [Exit Leolyn, bowing. 

Ofw. I did not think that thou had'ſt half this brav'ry; 
Nor knew thee for a heroine Why, what a pity ! 
This well-tim'd fierceneſs, this high flaſh of ſpirit, 
Met not the ſame deſerv'd ſucceſs, as now, 

When try'd againſt Earl Athelwold ! 

Ethel. Againſt Earl Athelwold ? 
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Ofw. Agginft him, for him, on him, or about him. 
Jam nat nice, in women's rhetoric : = 
If I muſt ſpeak it plainer, it had been well 
You had defended your loſt honour, there, 


As, here, your peeviſh pride. Come, come, —I know youz 


Theſe ſecrets keep not long in our court air: 
Already 'tis the whiſper of the drawing room; 
And by to-morrow the King's grooms will have it. 
Ethel. What have I liv'd to hear! —lIs it, my Lord, 
A wonder that I tremble ? —Who ? what bold villain, 
Has gather'd malice, from the forge of hell, 
To charge this falſhood on me? 
O/w. Why, thou would'ſt call him, 
No doubt, feet Athelwold |—Ay, ſtare,—no matter, 
When next you meet, my honour againſt yours, 
Great odds, as things go naw ! he'll be forgiven. 


Ethel. Did Athelwold, the ſoft, the gen'rous Athelwald! | 


Say this of Ethelinda ? 
Ofw. Say it? — be ſings it; | 
Boaſts it, proclaims it—Nay, within this hour, 
Hung it on his ſword's point, and held it out, 
To clear the love-dim'd eyes of Leolyn. 
Ethel, Oh! ill-known Athelwold ! 
Where ſhall afflicted ruin reſt conceal'd, 
If in a breaſt like thine it finds no ſhelter ? 
Only forbear to curſe me. L do not kneel 
In hope of fruitleſs pardon. Infamy, 
And ſcorn, and want, and ſhame, are light revenge, 
To what II feel, within me! Conſcious remorſe, 
And rage, at my own weakneſs, plunge deſpair, 
And agony, and madneſs, thro' my breaſt; 
And I ſhou'd be a ſlave, if I cou'd wiſh 
To live, and let the ſun's broad eye look on me. 
Ofw. Riſe, Ethelinda—and hide thee in thy chamber : 
There, as thou can'ſt, be comforted, _— Anon 
I will conſider, with thee, what is due 
To pity, what to hongur. —— In yon croſs walk 
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Or I diſcern the King! — ' Tis he — ge gone. 
Exit Ethelinda. 

What brings him hither, at a time like this? 

His ſtep more haſty too, and his rais'd look 

More ardent, and intent, than I have ſeen it! 


Enter Edgar, 


Eqdg. Oſwald!—where is ſhe ?—Palſs'd ſhe not this way? 
Ofw. Who? gracious Sovereign | 
Edg. She—the only ſhe ; 
Star of my hope! the phantom of deſire! 
The power! that, thro' my eyes, ruſh'd on my ſoul, 
And reigns, unnam'd within me !—Mounted, but now, 
T led the ſhouting thouſands lowly on: 
. hill, beneath the terraſs'd garden, 
There, from above, her angel form look'd over, 
Aud beam'd amazement on me. — As once in arms, 
Thou didſt behold me, like the lighit'ning's flaſh, 
Shoot from my ſaddle, to the aid of Athelwold, 
Diſmounted, and in danger ; ſuch was the fire 
With which I leapt, from my wide-ſtarting horſe, 
That ſide-long fled my ſhadow! Low on the ground, 
I knelt, and gaz'd up at her! ——- The ſudden ſtop 
Spread an alarm throughout ; and the check'd triumph 
FHalted, in ſhort confulion. This, when ſhe ſaw, 
Surpriz'd, ſhe darted inward from my ſight, 
And left deſpair behind her. 
O,. Was it now, 
My ever-gracious Lord ? 
Edge. This inſtant ; now. 
Bleſt by unuſual chance, a private key 
Gave me ſwift entrance, thro' the poſtern door, 
To ſeck her in the garden, — Am I awake | 


Euter Elfrid. 


Look | Oſwald, look ! — Again, the ſhining viſion 
'!reak.5 on my glowing eyes !—Thou pride of day-light! 
Thou 


| 


JU 
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Thou faireſt, lovelieſt, nobleſt work of nature! 

If thou art mortal, as my beating heart, 

And my fierce wiſhes promiſe, how have l loſt thee ? 
Where is the happy corner of the world, | 
That cou'd, thus long, conceal thee ? 

Elfrid. Aſide.] Again, the King! — 

Such was the conqu'ring, the commanding ſoftneſs, 
With which he knelt, at the remember'd altar, 
Whence my long woes took date !—Sir,—is it generous, 
With this light freedom of licentious raillery, 

To ſhock a ſtranger's modeſty ? 

Ofw, Madam — 

Edg. Be dumb. —— [ Exit Oſwald, 
Why have thoſe piercing eyes ſo ill diſtinguiſh'd 
The rev'rence of my ardour?—Licence and freedom 
Wou'd, in your preſence, be diflolv'd to awe, 

And flow in ſighs to ſoften you. — This hand! 
Oh ! give it me, ——and I will ſwear upon it, 
That my charm'd ſpirits never roſe, till now, 

In ſuch a tide of extaſy ! — that Heaven 

Has left your ſex in ſhade, to light up you, 
With every grace that ſwells delire in mortals ; 
Or gives your guardian angel pride to view you | 

Elfrid, What am J doing? whither am I drawn? 
Oh ! the too charming, the perluaſive ſpeaker ! 
feel his powerful voice, in every vein, 

As if my heart expected, and confeſs'd him. 

Sir !if a woman, flatter'd thus agreeably, 
Can judge unprejudic'd, you ſeem of birth, 
Of honour, and of high accompliſhment : 

I cannot therefore doubt, that when I tell you 
Earl Athelwold protects me, you will forbear 
To preſs upon the ſolitude I ſeek, 

And, for his ſake, regard me, 

Ede. It Athelwold | 
Protects you, I am Athelwold's protector; 1 
And you are doubly ſaſe. 0 

Elfrid, Perhaps, my Sovereigh |— : 

d: 3 For- | | 
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Forgive an ign' rance, that cou'd ſee and hear you, 
Yet waited, to be told, you were a King. 
Heaven has diffus'd around your ſpeaking air 
A glow of Majeſty, that marks you Royal. 
I ſhou'd have knelt, before, and paid this duty, 
Undoubting that I ow'd it. 
Eds. Riſe—dear divinity ! bin 
And charm me with the ſweet, the heay*nly, name 
You muſt be worſhipp'd by ?---You ſaid that Athelwold 
as your protector: are you of his blood ? 
Nothing but that can make him dearer to me 
Elfrid. Aſk me not, what J muſt of force conceal, 
And ſhou'd have more conceal'd, but my ſurpnze 
Drew it unpurpos'd from me. There is a reaſon, 
A powerful reaſon ! why I muſt inſiſt 
You ſuffer me to leave you: my ſtay wou'd ruin me. 
If you have ever felt an am'rous tenderneſs, 
And have not feign'd it now, you will not wiſh 
To make a woman wretched. I dare no more, 
Than this — You cannot love, if you detain me. 
Eqdg. Riddles and tortures! — my charm'd ſoul is fill'd 
With unſpoke meanings for an age to come, 
And you are meaſuring moments ! | 
Effrid. Are you a King? 
Ts it your right to ru/e 2---Command your paſſion, — 
There is a liberty, that dwells with love, 
Too brave for forc'd ſubmiſlion.---Stir not to follow me: 
For, if you do, by all that's holy here, 
And dreadful in eternity ! I ſwear, 
Iwill be loſt for ever. Exit Elfrid. 
Edę. The conſcious grandeur of her inborn pride 
Inflames her, for a Queen! aw'd by her frown, 
I ſtood, inſenſible, and unreſolv d, 
Nor knew that I obey'd her.---How blind is love! 
Who wou'd have hop'd this ſoft'ner of my ſoul, 
While Athelwold was wand'ring in her ſearch, 
Was of the blood, and in the houſe, of Athelwold ! 


In 


W * . 


In vain proud man, with buſy blindneſs, ſtrives: 
And, thro' long mazes, each dark purpoſe drives. 
Loſt on the depth of heaven's unfounded will, 
We ſtill float doubtful, yet are active ſtill : 
Unwearied with miſtakes, err on, content, 

And deviate into bleſſings, never meant. 


(LXEXE - RAR — 
ACT III. Scans continues. 


Oſwald and Leolyn. 
Leol. 


of ce, 

With the fame breath, the ſame cold, taſteleſs, calmneſs 
That fpoke diſtraction to me? Haſt thou not told me 
That ſhe confeſſes it? that this proud beauty, 

This haughty, fierce, diſdainful, marbly virtue, 

That ſcorn'd my honeſt paſſion; this auſtere frowner 
Has been---perdition on the name! *twou'd choak me.--- 
Haſt thou not fir'd me with the baſeſt truth 

That ever ſtung the heart of a fool lover 

And doſt thou talk of patience ?---Give it to Stateſmen; 
ſpurn the ſervile leſſon. Patience ! ſaid'ſt thou? 

Rage and deſpair have broke upon my ſoul, 

And waſh'd away all patience. 

Ofw. My ſpirit, | 
Thank Heav'n, is none of theſe wild fiery racers ; 
That, like a ſpark in flax, if not ſtrait ſmother'd, 
Burns up the road it runs thro? ; yet I feel warmth, 
When chaf'd by provocation: and let me tell you, 
There may be ways, and we may find *em, Prince, 

To reach this proud preſumer. 

Leol. I mult not aid thee : ERC DS: 3 
He was my friend ; and then, my life was his, 


B b 4 By 


- — — —— 1 — * 
> 1 — ů —— 3 1 - It hn - Wa * — _ —_ 1 . — Tr PIE — 
= pm 4 — Hr » — — .. 2 2 — 2 — 5 2 ” 2 
— — X — L 7 ILY 4 2832 Mo 


Atience !---curſe patience : why doſt thou talk 


— — — ne nn — —— — .. 

4 — — a ol 19 _ * GA 5... - — — — - — 3 —_—— — . * 
— : EE an ne = r ee EE ES 5 
—— 5 2 

7 0 —— 2 — - * 

= * 4 > = — = * 


— — 


85 12 $ 
9 
— — — 


= no veg — 


— — 
2 2 


— — * 
"Ju * TE 
— 


— 


n 
— - 


4 
f 


— 
I —ͤñ——— — 
— — — — 


* 
0 

1 
** 


n 
- ” 
2 
— ——— "x l 
2— — 
— — 
— — — - - 


376 AT H ELW OLD. 


By tie of duty. —-He was, ſince, my enemy; 
And then, again, twas his, by claim of conqueſt. 
I've loſt revenge, to honour.---I have no right 
To lift my arm againſt him: for, from a hand, 
Oblig'd as mine has been, juſtice itſelf | 
Would redden 4nto murder.---But, were I Oſwald, 
W rong'd, as thou art, and free to weigh thoſe wrongs, 
Without this counterpoiſe of obligation, 
I would hunt Athelwold to the world's verge; 
Nay, would leap after him, and ſnatch at vengeance, 
Through the unfathom'd depth of dark eternity. 
Oſw. I too, perhaps, 1 
Who have as light a ſpring as you, Prince Leolyn, 
Might try that dreadful leap, could I be ſure 
That it was bounded, but by depth and darkneſs : 
But, ſhou'd there lie ſome realm of light beyond, 
I ſhould look fooliſhly, when I fell through; 
To find my ſtate grown worſe than *rwas before, 
And no road back again. — Methinks, *tis ſtrange, 
That you, hot fighters, friends of bare-tac'd anger, 
Have never learnt our ſafer courtly art 
Of vengeance without danger !---You injure me, 
And I aſſault you openly :---man againſt man 
Gives chance an equal caſt : tis you or me: 
Suppoſe, as firſt you wrong'd, you, now, ſhou'd kill me? 
Where's vengeance then ?---what equity is here 
No; let me pay th' affront, with a firſt blow, 
Whereby I hazard nothing: that ſets us equal; 
And, if I not ſtrike home, he's, then, at liberty 
Jo ſtand on even terms, and try, once more. 
Jol. What dar'ſt thou do, for Erhelinda's honour * 
Of. Force him---to pleaſe her on, and marry her. 
Leol. He cannot marry. her. 
Oſto. Why truly, he who has, unmarried, won 
What others marry for, will wed at !ciſure. 
Leol. Cannot, -I ſay.—Death! thou art ſuch a trifler! . 
Of. If you had ſaid he wox'd not marry her, 
Tour doubt had err'd with likelihood. — But that a m—_ 
las 
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Has taught a maid what wives alone ſhould learn, 
And cannot therefore make that maid his wife, 
Is a new point in logick ! — Troth, I have ſeen 
The court thick-ſown with theſe inſtructed virgins, 
Who all grew up, to huſbands ; and, ſometimes, 
Have ev'n learnt on, for life, from their firſt teachers. 

Leol, Tire me no more, with this provoking lightneſs, 
Upon a theme that ſtings me. — I tell thee, he cannot; 
Mark me, — he cannot marry Ethelinda; 
Becauſe — he has already married Elfrid. —— 

Ofw. Elfrid ! what Elfrid ! 

Leol. Why, that far-nois'd Elfrid ; 
What is her father's name? The Weſtern Duke? — 
Death ! — I remember nothing : — Cornwall : — He : 
The Duke of Cornwall.--She! whoſe fancied charms 
The King was wiſe enough to chuſe this Athelwold, 
His ear's engroſſer, and his eye's pourveyor, 
To go and look at for him. — A ſtrange mad humour 
Work'd in his brain, that ſhe might prove his idol, 
His wild church ſhadow that you have heard him talk of : 
You know it as well as I, — What do you gaze at? 
You liſten as if I propheficd ! 

Ofw. Tis prophecy ! 
And happily toretels the long-wiſh'd downfal 
Of our ſtate column — this Atlas Athelwold ! 
Who bears the heaven of favour on his ſhoulders, 


And ſhadows all beneath him. — But, are you ſure? Fu 
Leol. I told ir, not to aid thy dark deſignings, 'F 
But to lament, the ruin'd Ethelinda. | 1 
What will Fate do with that unhappy charmer? | 1 
Honour forbids me, now, to wiſh her mine; We 
And he who has undone her is another's. | 


Enter Edgar haſtily. 


Eag. Who is another's ? 
Ow. The Prince, provok'd to warmth, 


By news ſcarce credible, and loſt in wonder, 4 bi 
— 
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We heard not, Royal Sir! your near approach. 
Edg. What news? what wonder? — warm? —— the 
Prince was warm?; 
Yes — the hot Bratiſh blood, your country's proverb, 
The light'ning of your tempers, flames, I find, 
To its full violence. — What mad preſumption 
Licens'd your arrogance, ſo near my preſence, 
To quarrel with Earl Athelwold to-day, 
Whoſe friendſhip is your fortune? 
Leol. Sir, — a Prince, 
Tho' Fortune wrongs him, in reſtraint of power, 
Thinks, like a Prince, as when his throne ſuſtain'd him. 
Egg. His throne ? Proud Leolyn! 
Thy father was a rebel. Detected treaſon 
Inverts the vanquiſh'd traitor's property, 
And he and his loſt blood are forteits, all. 
— [ love the fearleſs bravery of free ſpirits ; 
But thy blind fierceneſs ſhocks me, — Urge it no farther : 
A moving pity pleads thy cauſe within me ; 
Nor wiſh I, thou ſhould'ſt blaſt it. 
Ofew.” Gracious Sovereign ! 
The Prince, unlike his Father, fought your cauſe 
And ſtartles me with news, which (when | tell you 
It joins the names of Athelwold — and traitor) 
Will juſtify the wonder it has given me. | 
Ede. Traitor—and Athelwold ? Profane conjunction! 
As well might the two poles be preſs'd, to join, 
And cruſh th' unbelieving world, between them. 
— Take heed, raſh men! when ye dare touch the honous 
Of envied Athelwold, that ye not fail 
To prove his guilt till, like a ſun-beam's glare, 
It dazzles my faith's eye, and makes it weep; 
Or your vile malice ſhall but fan the fire, 
That kindles to c— ye ? — What has he done ? 
Leolyn? -- Oſwald ? -- Speak: -- One of ye ſpeak — 
Or — I wait, till you — ſome wile, 


To ſcreen your trembling envy ? —— What would ye ſay 
Of Athelwold ? 


Ofw. 
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Oſw. Prince Leolyn aſſerts, 

That he has married the fam'd Weſtern beauty, 
And has deſcrib'd her falſly. 

Edgar. | After a pauſe.) Malicious ignorance! 
Oh ! that the Power that rules the heart of man 
Wou'd, ever, thus, make miſchief impotent | 
— See now this falſhood ! learn to know this traitor! _ - 
This Athelwold ! whom your inferior fouls | 
Want ſympathy to judge of? — His heart's refinement, 
His elegance of will, adorning duty, 

Has plotted, with a ſubject's ſweet deceit, 

To cheat his King, to extaly | —— By Heaven 

] had not known, but for your bold miſtaking, 
That he had form'd this dear deſign againſt me. 
To-night he means, when Triumph's weary noiſe 
Is huſh'd in darkneſs, and my mind, unbear, 
Has room for mighty pleaſure, to ſurprize me ; 
To pour upon my unexpecting ſoul 

A tide of gladneſs. He but held it back, 

To make its flow more welcome. But J have ſcen her; 
Thou, too, halt ſeen her, Oſwald. — The big joy 
Bears down all mem'ry, that you both preſum'd 
To wrong the man I love; and I forgive it, 
That you may learn to worſhip Athelwold ! 

Ofw. Nay, I have ever ſaid, even to his enemies, 
That he was form'd for loyalty ! 1 

Leol. This doubling ſtateſman's baſeneſs, and the joy 
Of his imperious maſter, have uprooted 
The prudence of my patience: — I muſt ſpeak, 
Tho? every glance of his diſdainful eye | 
Shot a new ruin at me. —— Sir ! — by this tranſport 
Of a bleſs'd lover, near his promiſs'd joy, 

Judge of the vaſtneſs of my ſiſter's grief, 

hom lone deſpair, and ſenſe of hopeleſs love, 
Abandon to diſtraction. 

Edg. Is it well done 
To chuſe this time, this place, and this raſh manner, 
To goad a conſcious frailty ? 
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Leol. To-morrow, Sir, 
Had been too late: for, when your heart is fill'd 
With Elfrid, and with rapture, how ſhould I hope 
There can be room, for thoughts of a paſt promiſe, 
Or abſent Emma's claim ? | 
Edg. Now, by the ſtings, 
Which thy abrupt, unartful inſolence 
Has rouz'd, to fix their points on my touch'd heart, 
The power of millions, warring on my realms, 
Shou'd never force me to thy ſiſter's arms. 
Had ſhe a charm, for every fault of thine, 
Nature has curs'd her with one ſingle ſtain, 
That blots out all her virtues. The part, ſhe ſhares 
Of thy rebellious blood, is bane to love. 
— O Athelwold ! how am TI bleſt in thee, 
The guilt of others, held againſt thy worth, 
Reflects it ſtronger on me. — Well may traitors 
Malign thy loyalty. Antipathies 
Hate, by the law of nature. — Take his ſword : 
Why have I power, if not to curb preſumption, 
When it inſults my pity ? 
See him a priſoner in the ewt 
And, when I am no longer angry, — aſk me 
What I reſolve concerning him. [Exit Edgar. 
Leol. Tis well: 8 
The world and I, grown weary of each other, 
Can ſeparate, without ſorrow. 
Ofw. See, if good fortune 
Brings not Earl Athelwold into the garden ! 
Diſſemble your concern; and I will move him 
To ftir in your behalf, and reconcile you 
To the King's pardon. 
Leol. Shame on thy ſupple ſoul! 
Thou art the moving ſhadow, on the dial : 
Point'ſt at each diff'rent hour, with equal eaſe : 
But, meaſuring all, art nothing. — 
Oſtwo. By good Saint Auſtin, 
An apt and keen conceit — The caſtle- tower, 


And 
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And ſolitude, will. ripen meditation, Lab Id 
Till yur wit quickens, and your fire flames double. 


Enter Athelwold, farting at fight of Leolyn. 


 Athel. Prince Leolyn !--of all th* unwelcom'd world 
The laſt I wou'd have met! [ Retiring. 

Leol. Hold, Sir; — a word. 

Ofw. He has bethought him of my good advice, 
And takes the hint, he ſcoff d at. 

Leol. When my friend ſerves me, I forget him not.— 
Let me diſcharge a debt my heart full owes you; 
It may be Jong, ere we ſhall meet again; 
Therefore, before we part, I judge it needful 
To whiſper in your ear --- that Athelwold 
Is a deteſted villain. 

Athel. [ Drawing.) Avillain? Leolyn! 15 [ After a pauſe. 
Yet --- keep thy lite --- thou haſt been 1njur'd by me. 
The wrongs that I have done, forbid revenge 
Againſt the wrongs I ſuffer. [ Puts up his ſword, 

Leol. Racks on | thy neart | 
Forbid revenge? how dar'ſt /hou name revenge? 
Thou looſe betrayer.! thou reproach of greatneſs ! 
Thou dignified deceiver! Revenge! Great Heaven! 
Let Ethelinda's ruin'd innocence. 
Riſe on thy trembling. ſoul, --- "twill fright revenge, 
And ſhake thee into ſenſe of ſilent ſhame, 
Thou calm, cold, ruiner |! 

Athel. Nay, now, thou know'ſt, thou wrong'ſt me: 
I have been 700 reſolv'd, and dar'd a guilt, 
I will not dare to juſtify. — Farewel; 
When, in ſome cooler moment, thou deſery 'ſt 
To hear my ſerious thoughts, I may confeſs 
I have been faithleſs to thee. 

Leol. Stay --- ere thou goeſt, 
Let my exulting heart proclain one joy; 
Fdgar, betray'd like me, has power, and will, 
To puniſh his betrayer. --- I have told it, 


Oſwald 
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Oſwald already knows; --- the King too knows it; 

And the whole world ſhall join, to curſe thee for it, 

That thou haſt married Eltrid. — That happy ſecret 

Was all that fortune left me, for my vengeance, 

And ] have given it to the tongues of millions. 

Athel. Thou haſt not done that outrage on thy honour ? 
Leol. Not done it? By the pangs which wrung my ſoul 

For Ethelinda's ruin, but I have 

Not done it? ---*Twas the laſt, the livelieſt ſtroke, 

That I cou'd pierce thy heart with. 

Athel. [ Drawing again.] Then, thou ſhalt die. 

My guilt, abſolv'd, by baſer of thy own, 

Diſclaims contrition, --- re-afſumes revenge, 

And gives thee up, to my remorſeleſs anger. 

Defend thy life, more bravely than before, 

Or thy hot blood ſhall bluſh upon my point, 

To expiate thy diſhoneſty, —— 

Leol. See, where my ſword, 

Lodg'd in a cooler hand, ſecures thy bravings. 

Now boaſt the well-tim'd triumphs of thy tongue, 

That, ſafely, dares a priſoner. 

Athel. Reſtore it, Oſwald ; 

How, or by whoſe command, *tis thine, no matter---- 

I have not leiſure now, to aſk, or hear it: 

Give him his ſword, this inſtant. 
Ow. My Lord, I hold it by the King's command. 
Athel. | Forcing the ſword from Oſwald.) Talk not to 

me of Kings ! --- leſs than a God 

Wou'd now want power to keep it. Give me the ſword ; 

On pain of thy own life, refuſe it not. 

Away --- nor interrupt us. 

Ofw. Alas! alas | 

How fruitleſs is good counſel ! [Runs out haſtily. 
Athel. Here, take thy ſword, 

And teach it, if it can, to guard thy baſeneſs. 

 Leol. Oh! that my boiling blood had no reſtraint, 

But fear of what thou threaten'ſt!---and that this morning 


Had left reſentment free; nor curs'd my memory 
With 
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With that loath'd life, which, ſince *twas ſpar'd by thee, 


Is mine no more, againſt thee. —— 
Athel. Perith the poor pretence, _ 
That covers thy confuſion! — - If aught; I did, 
Had merit to with-hold thy arm, take notice, 
That I renounce it. I deſpiſe thy gratitude, / 
Falſe, as thy boaſtings. — If thou want'ſt yet more, 
To re-inſpire thy rage, and wake thy honour, —-.. 
1 will invent diſgraces, to provoke thee | | 
If, in contempt of thy too weak reſiſtance, 
I ſpar'd thy lite, — againſt my mercy, weigh 
My triumph, o'er her innocence who charm'd thee; 
That makes the balance even.—Oh ! thou haſt rais'd me 
To ſuch a burning, ſuch unmaſter'd, anger, 
That I grow baſe, as /bou art, and thy blood 
Will ſtream in vain to quench it. 
Leal. Rail on, —— I'll wait, 
*Spite of thy arrogance, I'll wait. nor kill thee : 
Till ſome new injury ſets free my rage, 
And blots out obligation. * 
Athel. Tortures and fire 16k 
Shalt thou inflame me thus, —unſeat my ſoul ; - 
Tear out wrong'd patience from my bleeding heart, 
And work me into tempeſt | then grow co, 
And, inſolently mild, with ſtoick tameneſs, 
Hope, —thou could'ſt ſtop me, in the ſteepeſt fall 
Of my whole hurried vengeance. —No, — if thou wait'ſt 
New provocation, it attends thy call ; 
This will enrage thee, to renew thy raſhneſs ; [ Strikes him. 
And meet the death I mean thee. Leolyn drawing. 
Yes—T hat has done it: 
Now, thou haſt freed me from all fond reluctance, 
And ſanfified the will, that /m d before. [They fight. 
Ofw. [MWitbout.] Haſte—— or we come too late. 
[ Entcr guards, and beat down their ſwords. 
Abel. We are prevented. 
Leol. Then I muſt wait, and groan for liberty, 2 
0 
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To thank thee, as I ought. 
Athel. For liberty 
Oh ! doubt it not.— By Heaven it all be thine : 
I wil, my ſelf, find means to force thy freedom, 
That! may claim thy life, in juſt exchange. 
Where ſhall we meet? | 5 0. 
Leol. Weſt, on yon terraſs'd cliff. 
Aibel. Expect deliverance, ere an hour be paſt; 
Then haſte, ——and find me there. 


Euter Oſwald. 


Ov. Quick — ſcize Prince Leolyn. 
Leol. It ſhall not need; my ſword is yours, again 
Conduct me, at your pleaſure, 
Ofww. [To the guards. ] Lead to the tower. 
[ Exeunt Leolyn, Oſwald, and guards. | 
Athel. Be huſh'd, my heart; —forget his raſh man's 
rage, 
And, till I meet him next, be weak as woman; 
For Ethelinda comes, and brings reproach, 
That bows me to the duſt, in conſcious ſhame. 


Enter Ethelinda, to Athelwold. 


Ethel. Cool'd, by a ſhort reflection, into hope, 
That I miſtook your purpoſe, let me, yer, ſay, 
You are well-met, my Lord. 

Athel. Oh! wou'd I were ! 

The time has been, when if we two were met, 

There was no world beyond us. 
But, now, I wander, like ſome fabled ghoſt, 
Trembling, and carneſt to impart this ſecret, 
Yet wanting power to ſpeak it. 

Ethel. Such ghoſts, they ſay, 

Wait, to be ſpoke to, firſt ; then, they reveal 
Their dreadful wills, and vaniſh. —T will be thus 


With 
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With your proud heart : ſoon as I have accus'd you, 

Cover'd with ſhame, your anſwer will be ſhorr, 

Confus'd, and fatal; and you will vaniſh from me. 

Alas ! 1 fear, for ever. Look on me, Athelwold 

Raiſe your falln eyes :— they once cou'd gaze, delighted, 

And hung their beams on mine, as both were form'd, 

Of one divided flame, which parted, hard. 

And ſtruggled for re- union. Teach em, once more, 

To fix an unmov'd, ſtedfaſt, look upon me; 

Hold them, thus earneſt, nor decline their lids, 

Till you have anſwer'd me this one fad queſtion : 
Whathave I done, that could deſerve, from Athelwold, 

That he ſhould boaſt my ruin'd peace, to Leolyn ? 

Your conſcious eye ſinks, guilty.— My Lord] my Lord! 

The virtue that inſpires this gen'rous ſhame, _ 

Had ſhewn a nobler influence, had it taught you, 

That inſult, always baſe, is doubly fo, 

When he who caus'd the crime, upbraids it too. 

 Althel. Can you believe me ſo deprav'd a wreteh, 

So loſt to honour, gratitude, and ſhame, 

As to be conſcious of a purpos'd guilt, 

Thus infamouſly vile ? | 


Ethel. I do, by Heavin! +» 4 
Nay, know you guilty ; for, ſince I ſaw you laſt, 
My uncle cruelly reproach'd me with it, 
And told me, you proclaim'd it. 

Athel. Proclaim'dit! No: + 
Lam unhappy, but I am not baſe. | 
It were too long, and too perplex'd a tale, 
While miſery lies, unloaded, on my heart, 
To undeceive thee, now. If thou believ'ſt 
I am that low unmanly wretch thou ſpeak'it me, 
Take this diſhonour'd ſword, pierce my falſe brealt, 
Revenge thy wrongs, and ſave my tongue the ſhame 
Of what it, ſoon, mult tell thee, | 

Ethel. What would'ſt thou tell me? | 
Thou trembleſt ! and I read ſome dreadful meaning, 
That ſtruggles to break on me—Why wilt thou kneel ? 

N. I. ; Tic There 
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There glows a gen'rous tenderneſs about thee, 
Which half abſolves thy purpoſe, and bids me hear thee 
With firmneſs, and with pity. 
Athel. Oh | Ethelinda ! 
Ethel. Out with it, —ſpeak,—would'ſt thou not fay,—I 
hate thee ? 
Athel. No, by my foul, tho? time has chang'd my love, 
*Tis chang'd, but as the diamond, that grows brighter, 
And loſt but duſt, in poliſhing. —*Tis, now, 
No more a fierce wild flame ; but, in its place, 
Truth, calmer, and more laſting. *Tis ſoft reſpect ; 
*Tis tender thought, kind will, and grateful mem'ry. 
"Tis friendſhip. Tis ſuch love as angels feel, 
Who mix their meeting fires ;—and flame together. 
Ethel. Such was thef falſe, the artful — 
- That lur'd me to my ruin. But my heart, 
Inſtructed by diſtreſs, can now read meanings. 
Who, that is new in paſſion, could believe, 
That this fair picture, of thy faded love, 
But proves, thou lov'ſt another? 
Athel. What wilt thou ſay, 
When thou ſhalt hear me own, that fear is juſt? 
When I confeſs, abhorrent of deceit, 
That love, which ſeem'd to root my ſoul in thee, 
Has new tranſplanted it, to Elfrid's boſom ? 
You ſtart! as if my guilt were yet a ſecret, 
Tho' Leolyn, confeſſes he has told it: 
For, in his ill-retaining breaſt, I truſted 
The fatal ſecret, of my double falſhood, 
Both to my King, and thee. He ſhould have added, 
Hors | was loſt, that will, and faith, and reaſon, 
At once gave way, beneath a weight of paſſion ; 
And againſt judgment, honour, love of thee, 
Fame, and allegiance, I was borne away, 
Till ſhe, who ſhould have been my Maſter's Queen, 
Deceiv'd, like thee, became,—oh turn aſide 


Thy eyes—while I have voice to ſay — my wife. 
Ethel. Go 0h, — 


Athel, 
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Suſtains thy gentle ſoul |! 
Etbel. I pity thee ſo mean a ſtratagem, 
Shamefully form'd, to force me upon Leolyn, 
And free thee from the pain of long diſſembling. 
Go on, — that I may teach my heart to hate thee, 
This low contrivance, this poor trick of art, 
| Is baſer than inconſtancy ! 
Athel. Sorrow, like mine, 
Sinks the ſad heart too low, for artifice, 
And my proud ſoul out-ſwells, and floats above it, 
That I am loſt, beyond redemption loſt, 
My root, that once grew proud, in hopes of thee, 
Conceals too clear a witneſs.— Vet may'ſt ;hou curſe me, 
If I not rev*rence and eſteem thee, till, 
With my heart's inmoſt ſoftneſs. Thy power improves, 
Ev'n by defection. Loft, to my frailer ſenſe, 
My ſoul adores thee, like ſome nameleſs being, 
In which, the Woman mixes with the Angel, 
And makes a new divinity. 
Ethel. Thy words, 
Thy looks, diſorder'd, and thy trembling frame, 
Fill me with fear and wonder. It cannot be, 
Thou ſhould'ſt, thus mov'd, and movingly, diſſemble. 
By Heav'n! I will be fatisfy'd. ——— Thou ſay'ſt, 
This rival, this imaginary Elfrid, | 
Is now in thy apartment : I will fly thither ; 
And, when I have unravel'd all thy guilt, 
Let looſe deſpair, at once, and run diſtracted, 
Athel. Oh! ſtay :—for pity ſake! for your own ſake! 
For mine! for the King's quiet 
Ethel. I'll not be held, 


——— 


Tho? Kings, and flames, and war, and devaſtation, 
And Death himſelf ſtood threat'ning. 
[ Breaks away, and runs off. 
Ede. [ Mitbout.] What! hoa | -—— Lord Athelwold. 
Athel. Tis the King's voice 5 
Eag. What has, thus long, disjoin'd thee from my joy? 
Se Hid 


Abel. Thou art not mov'd.——Some Power divine 
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Hid from thy ſight, by the dark grot between us, 

Thy voice took pity on my heart's impatience, 2 

And taught me how to trace thee. Pomp cou'd not pleaſe, 

While friendſhip waited for me: ſudden, I left 

Th' unfiniſh'd triumph, filPd with a nobler joy, 

And wanting ſoul to taſte it, in thy abſence. 

| But thou art grown a lover, Athelwold ! 

An angry Lady left thee !-— Is it poſſible, 

That the unjudging ſex have wills, fo blind, 

That Athelwold, in love, can ſigh in vain, 

Puniſh the peeviſh beauty with neglect, 

And fly to thy King's heart, for refuge from her. 
Athel. I bluſh,---and am confounded,--my gracious Lord! 

To be ſurpriz'd in my unguarded weakneſs, 

By your too piercing eye.---Yet woman's power —— 

Egg. Teach the tall pine to bend, before the wind. — 

What ! has not Edgar felt the power of woman? 

They toy with ſcepters, — and the frowns of Kings 

Serve them to {mile at. When the wanton tyrants 

Play over their ſoft triflings to. the heart, 

They ſet their eyes on fire, to light us up, 

Then, melt us into warmth, that ſoftens wiſdom, 

And we receive the ſtamp their folly gives us. 

But why haſt thou deceiv*d thy Prince's truſt ? 

Thou art for ever forming ſome kind plot, 

To quicken pleaſure's reliſn, by ſurprize: 

But I have now detected thee, —and mean, 


For once, to ſpoil the grace of thy deſign, 
And break upon thy purpoſe. 

Athel. Royal Sir! | 
If ſome malicious foe. — - 

Edg. Yes, yes, they charge thee, 
And all thy guilt lies open : But thy plottings 
Make loyalty look dull, and ſhame plain duty. 

I have unveil'd the ſecret. Lead—to thy lodgings : 
Whea we are there, I will convict thee, Athelwold, 
Of ſuch deſigns againſt thy Sov'reign's reſt, 
As more than I ſhall thank thee for, 


Athel, 
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Abel. [ Afide,) Whither will Fortune drag me? I am 
diſcover'd, 

And he but puts on joy, to ſhame my ruin 
With the contempt of eaſineſs. 

Eag. Yes, Athelwold, TT 
Stateimen ſhall learn from thy deſerv'd renown, 
From honours thou ſhalt owe my ſtrengthen'd crown; 
That, where the Monarch is not blind of heart, | . 
Affection is the favourite's wiſeſt art: | i 
While, to ſelf. ſervers, due contempt is ſhown, 
Let friends, who ſeek our int'reſt, find their own. 


MONO — | 
"ACT ! 
SCENE, Athelwold's Apartment. 


Elfrid, and a Lady. 


Elf. THAT does her coming mean ?-—He could 
not ſend her. 
Of what diſtinct ion ſeems ſhe ? 
Lady. In her deportment, 
Awefully ſad, or proudly angry, Madam, 
Elf. I ſaw her from the window. She ſeems much mov'd, 
And carries, in her face, a kind of war, 
Of ſorrow, againſt pride; that ſhades, yet ſoftens 
The rigour of her beauty; as I have ſeen 
A hovering cloud obſcure too fierce a ſun, 
And make his influence ſweeter. — Said ſhe, my Lrod 
Commiſſion'd her to ſee me, —— 
Lady. Madam, ſhe did; | 
On ſudden buſineſs, of the utmoſt conſequence, 
To your own peace, and his. 
Elf. Look | ——what impatience! 
She ſtays not your return, —- Wait, within call. ; 
. Exit Ladv. 
CC 3 Ente 
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Enter Ethelinda. 


I thought myſelf ſo much a ſtranger, here, 
That | receive you, Madam, in ſurprize, 

I may have cauſe to bluſh at, when I've learnt 
To whom 1 owe this favour. 

Ethel. You owe it, Madam, 

To the too liberal will of one, whoſe favours 

More of your ſex, than you, have been oblig'd to. 

So kind a purpoſer,” as Athelwold, 

Means much, he leaves imperfe&t. —— You had rather 
He ſhould have come, his own ambaſſador, 

Than ſent a repreſenter, ſuch as I am; 

Unqualified to ſmooth your angry brow, 

'That frowns cold welcome to me. 

Elf. I frown, indeed 
To hear the name of Athelwold pronounc'd 
With this familiar licence Sure] you know him 
With more than common intimacy, Madam, 

Who treat him with this frankneſs ? 

Ethel. If to have been his intimate, 
May licence frankneſs toward him, the court has claimers 
Who can diſpute their title to your lover, 

By rights, of longer date, and juſter tenure, 

Than thoſe you hold him by. | 

Eff. Your pardon, Madam; 

I find, I was miſtaken in your purpoſe ; 

But 'twas my woman's error. She inform'd me, 
You came from Athelwold. Had ſhe ſaid for him, 
I ſhould have better known with what reſpect 

To entertain your viſit. — On my word, 

He was unkind, to give a Lady pain, 

Who loſt him thus reluctantly, —You watch, 


His firſt return to court, with eye, too keen, 
To be fo coldly look'd at. 


Ethel. Though he told me, 

His roof conceal'd a witneſs of his guilt, 

| took you for a ſhadow, But, I perceive, _ 
15 
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His falſhood may be truſted, when he ſpeaks 

Of his own baſeneſs. — Think me not abrupt. 
If oaths had power to bind, he ſhould be mine. 
Triumphant in the proſperous pride of beauty, 

. Your eaſy ſcorn inſults the miſerable, 
Unconſcious of their anguiſh. —— Senſe of loſt peace 
Perhaps tranſported an afflicted heart, e 
And I appear d too warm.— 

I ſhall no more invade your wiſh'd repoſe; | 
All I would aſk is ——pardon the dreadful queſtion, 
Are you the wife of Athelwold ? 

Elf. The wife 
What right of claim could he preſume, to me, | 
But what that title gave him ? 

_ Ethel. Farewel — for ever. 

Kneel, and pray Heaven, to whoſe indulgent hand i 
You owe attraction, to increaſe, and guard it ; 
Elſe will your deſtin'd ruin ſoon inſtruct you, 
That he, who, tempted by your charms, betray'd 
His heart's vow'd miſtreſs, and deceiv'd his King, 
Will, for ſome new temptation, give up you, 
And leave you ſubject to another's pity, 
As I am, now, to yours, 

Eff. Stay, Madam, ſtay, 
You have alarm'd me, to my inmoſt ſoul ; 
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And J adjure you, as you hope return 3 
Of your departed peace, not to go hence, 5 
Till you explain the fatal myſtery, 9 
Which your laſt words were fill'd with. | 
Ethel. The part I bear ith 
In the black meaning, my ſad ſoul determines ik 
To feel in filence, till I ſhake it off, it 
To diſtance, whence it can return no more. 5 þ 
For you, the King, who ſent this truſty favourite, is 
To court you to the bed of royal Edgar, [ 
Not that of Athelwold, the King, thus wrong'd, (i 
Will puniſh your falſe lover, with revenge, 1 
Which, amidſt all my agonies, I dread; 1 
1 
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And tremble for bis woes, who has betray'd me. 
Elf. O my foreboding heart! ——a thouſand wonders, 
A thouſand myſteries, at once reveal'd, 
Come ruſhing on my memory! —— Now, Athelwold, 
No longer is it doubtful to my thought, 
Why the King's eye was judg'd more dangerous 
Than ſhoals, and rocks, and ſhipwrecks !—— Now the 
myſtery | * 25 
Of royal Edgar's words, ſo lately heard, 
Opens, unveil'd, upon my frighted ſoul; 
And pain, and terror, and confuſion, ſhake me. 
Oh! cruel undeceiver ! why have you wak'd me? 
Why have you wak'd me from my joyleſs calm? 
Which, though it gave no tranſport, lull'd me in quiet, 
And kept theſe ſtorms of life from breaking on me. 


Enter Lady. 


Lady. Madam the King !— 
Elf. What would'ſt thou fay ? 
| Lady. The King is ent'ring here! 

And my Lord with him.—Scarce had I breath, to fly 
Before, and give you notice. e 

Elf. Save him, kind Heaven! — 
Teach me, ſome Angel, to avoid this King. 
Teach my diſtracted heart to *ſcap* this precipice. 
Which way may we retire ?-— Yon inmoſt door 
Opens upon the gallery. 

Lady. "Tis lock*d, and they are here 

Ethel. Oh] the ſevere reſolve of righteous Heaven! 
They come, I tremble for this falſe man's fate; 
And my unwilling feet are rooted here! 


Enter Edgar, followed by Athelwold. 


Edg. Why doſt thou linger, Athelwold ?---Look here! 
The ſecret thou would'ſt have with-held, yet longer, 
Shines out, like the ſun's heat, to gladden Nature, : 
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And make Creation ſmile! ——E]}frid my Queen 
Soul of my kingdom's hopes! my fame! my glory! 
Thou art his gift. Oh! let thy angel tongue 
Join, to confirm my vow to this lov'd friend! © 
This friend, to whom I owe the ſweet ſurprize, 

That thus I gaze upon thee, thus approach thee ! 
Lend me thy wiſh'd conſent, to firm this oath, 

Which, by my ſoul's eternal hopes, I ſwear! | 
That Day and Night ſhall ceaſe, and Time be loſt, 
And Nature's flack*ning ſprings unwind the world, 

Ere I forget his intereſt in my heart, 
Or hold my Athelwold leſs dear than now. 
Elf. Confirm this oath, kind Heav'n! 
Edg. Thou faint-like goodneſs! 
How ſhall my ſwelling heart contain this joy ! 
1 his over-pow'ring gladneſs | Bleſs'd, as I am, 
Center'd in happineſs, *twixt love and friendſhip, 
I can look down on my neglected throne , 
Can ſee the pride of Power riſe, far beneath me; 
And Heaven has ſcarce reſerv'd one bliſs, to wiſh for. 
Ethel. Oh! blind, blind man! Exit diſordered. 

Ef. ( Afide.] Her ardent ſenſe of wrongs 

Points at her life, and charity compels me, 
To ſave her, from herſelf. [ Exit Elfrid. 
Eqdg. What mean their looks? 
Signals of terror, and diforder'd partings ! | 
Why are they vaniſh'd thus ? Ha! by my ſoul! 
Thou, too, art touch'd with the contagious madnels ! 
Now has ſome devil, malignant to thy truth, 
Wrought to perplex thee. No part of earth I govern, 
Dares cheriſh miſchief that could wound my friend, 
With this quick ſenſe of anguiſh ! ; 
Athel.. Oh! that all language 
Cou'd be expreſs'd by looks! or that my King, 
Great ſubſtitute of Heaven, could read my heart; 
| Like that firſt Pow'r who made it ! 
Edg. What haſt thou ſuffer'd ? 
I think I ſhould have ſaid, what haſt thou done? 
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Art thou not Athelwold? Let me look on thee, <—— 
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But that I ſpeak to Athelwold. 

Athel. How baſe, 
How like a coward, fighting blind, "7 
Who dares commit the crime he 2 not own; 
And, bold enough to know himſelf a villain, 
Fears, leſt another knows it! 

Edg. Stop - ſay no more. 


No: by thy ſacred empire, in my heart, 
It cannot be.— I am at peace, again. 
Go on thy enemies, in vain, accus'd thee 


But thy own words alarm me. Yet, my glad eyes 
Have trac'd thee over, and abſolve that form, 
Even from the power to harbour a mean mind, 
Unſuited and deceitful. 
Athel. What can I ſay ? 
Guilt, when it meets ſuſpicion and reproach, 
Suſtains itſelf, within, and learns to balance 
Offence by puniſhment. But where it finds 
Compaſſion, and has wrong'd a generous confidence, 
It ought to bluſh, in blood, and has no way 
To pardon, or to peace, but this through death. 
Eag. [ Diſarming bim.] Hold thy raſh hand ——and, 
like my ſubject, learn, 
To die, when command thee. Can it be poſſible, 
One, brave as Thou art, ſhould have guilt, to jaſtify 
This fear of a friend's eye? Is Elfrid mine ? 
Or, truſted with the wants that preſs'd my ſoul, 
Haſt thou, inſtead of giving, robb'd me of more, 
And left thy Prince a bankrupt ? unbleſs'd by love, 
And yet — of friendſhip ! 
Mthel. What has not love 
Made honour guilty of ! —— Turn, Royal Sir, 
Turn your eyes inward, and, in Emma's tears, 
Read the too fatal power of Elfrid's beauty. 
How cou'd weak Athelwold expect to conquer, 
Where god-like Edgar fell! 
Ede. Heav'n, *tis thy hand, 


When 
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When ſubjects, thus, from Prince's crimes, grow bold, 
To charge their treaſons on their King's example, 
And ſhame us into juſtice!——True, I have err d; 
But mark, what difference *twixt my guilt, and that 
Which thou nor dar'ſt to ſpeak, nor [ to hear. 

By Elfrid won, from Emma; love, in me, 

Prov'd but too ſtrong for love. In thee, not love, 
To love was treacherous ;— but love, to honour, 

To friendſhip, loyalty, to ſworn obedience 

To all the violated laws of life 

What ſubje&, though unfavour'd, dares invade 

His Sovereign's claim ? But, when that ſubject is 
A ſervant too, bound by the double tie, | 
Of duty and allegiance ; when, beyond all, 

His King, his maſter, whom he wrongs, ſelected him; 
Treaſur'd his hopes and wiſhes in his heart | 
Liv'd in his breaſt ; partial but in his cauſe; 

And, againſt warring worlds, wou'd have defended him! 
What can that faithleſs traitor's reaſon urge, 

To match his guilt, with mine? 


— 


Enter Elfrid haſtily. 


Ef. Oh !-— Athelwold ! 
The injur'd ſtranger, ſtrong, by deſpair's wild rage 
Breaks, like a tempeſt, from your ſervants' care, 
And meditates deſtruction, No voice but yours 
Will calm her into patience. — In her heart's anguiſh, 
She calls on Athelwold, till ſhrieks of woe 
Echo, from tower to tower, your fatal name, 
And the wide caſtle rings, with her reproaches. 

Edg. Go— and appeaicher grief, thou ſource of ſorrow ! 
Free my dim'd eyes from aching at thy preſence, 
And leave me to the pain of ſharp reflection, 
What thou ſhould'ſt ſuffer from a Prince's hand, 
Who is this wretch by thine ! [Exit Athelwold. 
Too fatal beauty | 
Why have I found thee, but to loſe thee more, 
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— — ——U—U—ĩ.. —L—2I2ĩ—j8 ĩ⅛ C6otꝗig — Sn. 
* * E — - - = - o N - - 


396 ATH ELV OL D. 


And change a painful hope, for certain miſery ! 

EIf. If, in your royal heart, I hold ſuch influence, 
Abate your wonder at my power in Athelwold's. 
Why, were you friends, but that your fouls had ſympathy, 
And purpos'd, each like other? — *Tis ſcarce a moment, 
Since I firſt learn'd, that when he preſs'd his paſſion, 
He wrong'd his Sov* reign's meaning : yet, already, 
I find the fault moſt yours. -Love is a leveller, 
And all degrees are equall'd, where he reigns. 
Why was another ſent, if Edgar lov'd me ? 
Why was not Cornwall honour'd by your preſence, 
When your unnumber'd navy ſwept her coaſts, 
In your laſt guardian circuit ?!— Had you then landed, 
Indulgent to 1 my loyal father's prayer, 
From what a dreadful length of deſtin'd woe, 
Had my fad heart been guarded ! 

Edg. I ſaw thee, firſt, 
Unknowing thou wer't Elfrid, at the dread altar, 
Where, from our aweful Dunſtan's holy hands, 
The conſecrated oil confirm'd me King. 
How wer't thou loſt ſo ſoon ? 

Elf. Swear but to pardon | 
The gen'rous, tho? unfaithful Athelwold, 
And I will ſhew you, we were doom'd unhappy, 
But by the will of Heav'n. 

Eqdg. Kings ſhou'd be juſt : 
And boch compulſive aids, too lightiy ſworn, 
Make that neceſſity, which might be choice, 
And ſtrip the grace from mercy. 

Elf. Then hear my vow : 
Since you decline to bind your doubtful will, 
Thus, on my knees, all-powerful Heav'n ! my foul 
Appeals thy righteous throne. -— Hear, —and afflict me 
With every woeful curſe thy wrath has ſtor'd 
For perjury, if ever I conſent 
To quit the breaſt, or claim of Athelwold. 
Or, ſhould he fall, by your revenging hand, 
If I not ſhun, tor ever, even to death, 
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The ſight, the voice, the name, of royal Edgar. | 
Edg. Cruel, cold, proud, diſdainful,—glorious Elfrid | 
What has thy raſhneſs ſworn? Let, let me periſh 
If to have ſworn it, has not made thy lovelineſ: ; 
, * at y s 
f As aweful as divinity !-—— Was ever 
4 Diſtreſs thus hopeleſs ? Could your untouch'd heart 
Have ſenſe of what mine ſuffers, you wou'd have fear'd 
To wound me, with this pain of fix'd deſpair. 

Elf. Now, ſhielded by the ſafeguard of my oath, 
Virtue may ſpeak, ſecure, and own its weakneſs : 
There was a time, ere Athelwold was mine, 

When, to have been the wife of uncrown'd Edgar 
Wou'd have been more than monarchy, to Eltrid. _— 
Fatally curious, from the deep impreſſion | 

Of an alarming dream, I ſaw you crown'd, 

Hid, in a clam'rous preſs, that ſhouted, round me, 
And ſhook the ſacred dome, with peals of joy. 

Edg. Oh! tell it me again. Was I fo bleſs'd, 
That you then thought with tenderneſs on Edgar ? 
What was that dream ? Charm me, thou riſing wonder, 
With each ſoft circumſtance of pleaſing pain: 

For, while I die, with terror of my fate, 
*Tis heav'n to hear it, from a voice like thine, 

EIf. Oh! ſooth not miſery, ——Forbear to ſpeak 
With this untimely, this forbidden, ſoftneſs ! 

Aw'd, by remembrance of my dreadful dream, 

I tremble, ign'rant of the will of Heaven, 

Too dimly gleam'd upon my diſtant foul. 

I dreamt I fat, and ſaw th' imperial crown 

Plac'd on your ſacred head : your form the ſame, 
As when I, after, view'd you at the altar, 

And, fainting with reflection, left the throng ! 
Soon as the diadem adorn'd your brow, 
You turn'd, methought, with brightneſs more than mortal, 
Held it, preſented thus; and, high in air, 

Stept to the ſeat thar bore me! when ſtrait a cold, 
A ſhadowy hand divided us: loud ſhrieks 


Rung thro? the temple : the gay pomp was . 4 
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And a broad ſea of blood roſe high, between us, a 
And bore us from each other. | 
Eag. Thy ominous dream 

Creeps, in cold rides, and curdles all my veins. 
Seek we, thou loſt inflamer of deſire, 
The falſe, the fatal Athelwold. —— My heart 
Heaves, with unuſual bodings. Powerful pity 
Struggles with juſtice ; and *ris more painful to me, 
To think, my friend, ſhould fall, to need forgiveneſs, 
Than to forgive my enemy. 
Ei. This is, indeed, 

To reign! ſo reigns the world's Supreme Diſpoſer. 
All things, but one, are ſubject to his power ; 
But even his pow'r, itſelf, obeys his mercy. 
Proud of dominion, yet enſlav'd to fear, 
Kings who love blood, thro' one long tempeſt ſteer, 
While the calm Monarch, who with ſmiles controuls, 
Roots his ſafe empire, and is King of ſouls. 

Edg. When woman, form'd to ſoften man to peace, 
Fans his diſquiet, and gives care increaſe, 
Love is a weakneſs, and to wiſh in vain, 
Were a forc'd treedom, and eſcape from pain : 
But where our hearts are charm'd, by forms like thee, 
Where paſſions ſympathize, and ſouls agree, 
There to love hopeleſs, is, in life, to die, 
And, languid, in void blanks of being, lie. 


End of the Fourth Act. 
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KONG Oe 
ACT v. 
SCENE, th Garden. 


Ethelinda, alone. 


Ethel. H! Shame! why keep'ſt thou this alarming 
diſtance ? 


Cruelly kind, preſs inward, on my heart; 

But fright not Reaſon, cling not to my thought, 
Blot, blot remembrance out, ſtrike home, at life, 
Pour, all at once, oblivion on my ſoul, 

And quench me, into quiet. 


Enter Athelwold. 


Athel. Madam. 
Ethel. Murderer | — 
Athel. I come. 
Ethel. How dareſt thou? 
Athel.” I would find a voice 
To tell thee, I cou'd die, to bring thee comfort. 


Ethel. Comfort from thee !--falſe man! till /hou wer't baſe 


I never wanted comfort. 
Till my wrong'd heart had weakneſs, to believe, 
And ſhare the pains I gave, I knew no grief: 
Honour, and peace, and innocence were mine : 

[ never felt a wiſh, that was my own, 

Or woe, but for another. — Now, thou ſee'ſt me 
Shun'd, hopeleſs, blaſted, infamous, and ſcorn'd ; 
Cut off from every ſocial joy of life; 

Pitied by others, hated by myſelf, 

Forſaken even by thee, for whoſe ſole ſake, 

All other joys ſorſook me yet thou dar'ſt 
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Inſult my murder'd peace; and, proudly charitable, 
Feed famiſh'd Hope with the cold alms of Pity ! 
Athel. Be witneſs for me, that all-dreaded Power, 

Who made my tortur'd heart, and knows it beſt, 
Till Elfrid's fatal beauty forc'd my will, 
I never had a wiſh, beyond thy love. 
My hopes dwelt on thee, and my doating ſoul 
Drew taſte and purpoſe from thee. At thy voice 
Awaken'd life leapt, liſt'ning, to my ear, 
And I became all eye, whene'er I ſaw thee. 
Thou wert poſſeſſion and deſire, combin'd, 
All that ambition wiſh'd, or fancy form'd : 
With thee there was no grief, no joy without thee. 

_ Ethel. Inhuman flatt'ry all! and ſmiling murder! 


The barb'rous elegance of man's ſoft art, 


To cheat believing innocence! ——ere long 
Thy Elfrid, the reſiſtleſs charmer ! ——ſhe ! 
Will hear thee poorly urge the ſame excuſe, 
When ſome third fool believes thee. 

Athel. Wou'd kind Fate 
Point my loſt heart a way to prove its pain, 
What wou'd I not, with tranſport, ſuffer for thee, 
To eaſe the woes I gave ? 

Ethel. One way there is, 
And love and honour point it. But have a care; 
Refuſe not to my kindled hope its claim; 


| Left in my half- huſn'd boſom, thou ſhould'ſt rouſe 


New ſwarms of torturing miſchiefs, whoſe dire ſtings 
Will drive us both to madneſs. 
Athel. Name it to me, 
And if I not obey the wiſh'd command, 
Think me, indeed, the wretch thy anger paints me. 
Ethel. Redeem me from the ſhame | ſuffer for thee : 
Forſake this woman, who uſurps my right, 
And do a noble juſtice, to my love, 
And thy own injur'd honour. 
Athel. She's my wife. 
The laws firm knot has bound her mine, for ever. Fog 
| Hel. 
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Ethel, Thy wife l. O patient Heaven! what leſs am 1 ? 
Did not I, firſt, receive the plighted vow? 
Did not I fondly truſt th' affiancd faith 72 
Of nuptial contract? If to join her hand, 
In breach of oaths that bound thy ſoul to mine, 
Firms her thy wife, and ſets aſide my claim, 
So ſacred, and ſo ſworn! — then ſolid right 
Are ſhadows; and the empty forms of time 
Take place of truth, and reaſon. XS 

Athel. Twill not be.— 12 = 
My foul is torn with a vain war of paſſions : © 
Honour, and ſhame, and grief, and gen'rous pity, 
Deſire perplex'd, and ſtrong divided will, 
To doat for ever on the guilt I hate, FER 
And ſhun the worth that charms me!--Righteous Heave 
Look down on Ethelinda ! revenge her wrongs, 
Do her that juſtice, which in vain I wiſh her; 


Curſe this deſpairing wretch,. who cannot bleſs her, 


And dart thy blaſtful light'nings, on a flame 


No earthly fire can conquer, — I am a traitor; 


A mean abandon'd ſtarter from my faith ; 
A falſe forſworn deceiver ! -— Give me thy pity 
And, if thou can'ſt have goodneſs fo extreme, 
Refuſe me not thy pardon. — But for love ! - 
Alas! forget it.---Fly me,---hate me, fear me. 
Oh! ſhare not in the miſery I am doom'd to; 
Join not thy virtue to a fate ſo curs'd, 
So fall'n, beyond the reach of loſt relief, 
As the unhoping Athelwold's. 

Ethel: I thank thee : 


Thou haſt awaken'd me, to feel Heaven's juſtice ; 


But, now, ſo low, ſo poor, dolt thou appear 
To my returning reaſon, that I hate not 
My guilt itſelf more bitterly than thee, | 
Or than my own weak heart, for having lov'd thee ! 
What woman cer ſhall live, belov'd, and flatter'd ; 
Yet, timely, wiſe enough to think it poſſible, 
That one, ſhe ſees, and hears, as thou haſt been, 
Vo. I. DS: She 
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She ever can behold, as thou art now ] 
Inhuman ſex ! who ſmile us into ruin! 
And love us into infamy ! Be gone 
Fear for thy ſelf : kneel, pray, ſolicit Heav'n. 
Think not of me, or my afflictions, more: 
But, by repentance, waſh away the ftains 
From thy own perjur'd ſoul, left my ſhock'd ſpirit, 
When it meets thine, in a leſs guilty world, 
Renew its pangs, ev'n there, to ſee thee tortur'd, 
Beyond my pow'r to bear, tho' doom'd, for me. 
988 , [Exit in diſorder, 
Athel. [ Alone.) She's gone !- and I am left, to walk 
the world, 
Like a pale ſhade, that ſnuns the paths of men. 
Light ſearches me too deep. My conſcious ſoul 
Starts in ward, and eſcapes the eye of day. 
Oh! boſom peace, now loſt ! Were there, in guilt, 
No weight more painful, than this low'r of brow, 
This eye- dejecting ſenſe of infelt ſhame ! 
Yet ſhun it, all, you, who have hearts like men, 
That you may raiſe the front, and look like virtue. 
LIhate my ſelf, beyond the taſte of hope. 
Why live I then ? There is a gloom, in death, 
Will hide me from my thoughts :---yet, weigh that well; 
Shou'd I die now, twou'd ſeem deſpair, not juſtice : 
Twou'd look like ſhrinking from a ſenſe of pain; 
Like wanting ſtrength, my ſelf, to cope with ſcorn ; 
Yet meanly leaving it to a wrong'd woman. 
O Ethelinda!---what a ſlave am I 
Thus to have kilPd thee, with diſgrace and ruin, 
Who never had'ſt a ſtain on thy white ſoul, 
But one, thy pity for thy murderer gave thee ? 
For whom became I this black wretch ?---For Elfrid! 
Her! who already ſcorns my traitor flame, 
And burns, to the King's wiſhes!--Why ſtaid ſhe with him? 
What cou'd ſhe hear? what ſay, in that nice juncture ? 
Hell to my heart! into what reptile poorneſs 
Does a man creep, who dares not /ze his ſhame gr 
ole 
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Whoſe crimes compel him to be dumb, when wrong'd 
Becauſe complaint is only due to innocence ! 
[Throws himſelf on the earth. 


Enter Edgar, and Elfrid, 


Eqdg. Athelwold! I was once thy friend, and thought thee 
The wealth of a King's heart. I truſted thee, - 

And was deceiv'd. Thou! in whoſe breaſt I lodg'd 
My hopes of peace, haſt let in miſery on me 

What ſhall I do, to fave inſulted Majeſty 

From the contempt of weakneſs ? yet convince thee, - 
That I can bid my pity be thy puniſhment? 

Elf. Alas! my gracious Sovereign, wound him not 4 
With too ſevere reproach, whom your great ſoul | 
Determines to receive to unhop'd mercy. + | 
The King, my Lord] too gen'rous to revenge 
The lover's falſhood, on the ſubject's faith, 

In kind remembrance of your virtue's ſtrength, 
Forgets your am'rous weakneſs. ——*T were too much i 
For gaining me, to loſe a Monarch's love. | 
Athel. No--Madam II am fall n beneath your favour.-- 
Kix cs, born to think ſupremely, know tis glory 
But you, who thus 
Can ſpeak, and look, the Queen you are not, yet, 
Muſt find it difficult to pardon guilt, 
That robs you of your royalty. 
EIf. My Lord | 
That jealous brow, and thoſe reproachful accents, 
Wrong the good meaning of a heart that loves you. | I 
Eag. Shame on thy blindneſs, arrogant miſtaker ! 0 
So cold to ſenſe of thy own guilt ! ſo warm 
To charge another's innocence! — Her prayer [ 
Firſt won me from my anger.---For her ſake, 
I force my ſtruggling ſoul to mean thee pardon, 
But take it, with condition. Take it, thus, | 
5 [ Gives him his ſcvord. 
And heedfully remark it. If henceforth, 8 
D d 2 Thou 
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Thou dar'ſt aſpire to Elfrid, call her thine, 


Or talk, or think, or dream of thy bold claim, 


Thou malt not live an hour. —-Till then, breathe on. 
The infamy of thy diſloyal act 
Is vengeance, as ſevere as I can wiſh thee. 
Athel. Oh Sir ! reſume a gift, I cannot ſtoop 
To hold, on ſuch eonditions. Death wou'd bleſs me. 
"Tis what I wiſh, and merit. I deſerve 
All puniſhments, but life, with loſs of Elfrid. 
Elf. Shock'd, and unworthy a debate, like this, 
I ſhou'd be ſtill leſs worthy,” cou'd J hear it, | 
Unconſcious of the wound it gives my honour. 
— Oh! Thou, Eternal Ruler of the world |! | 
Here, by thy dreadful name, I kneel and ſwear, 
I will be neither Athelwold's nor Edgar's, ——- 
Safe, at thy altar's conſecrated foot, 
In ſome ſtill convent's ſolitary gloom, 
Aweful Religion ſhall benight my eyes, 
And hide me from the world. There will | weep, 
And wiſh my ſelf forgotten. 
Edg. Oh !---recall, 
Explain, or limit, the too-haſty vow. 
Thou mean'ſt but to retire, till I am dead, 
Or till his death who wrong'd thee. 
EIF. Shou'd he fall 
For me, may Heav'n refuſe my parting ſoul, 
It I not keep my vow, unbroke, for ever ! 
Edg. Hear this—and bluſh, at thy baſe jealouſy, 
Thou blind profaner! A. fbriek without. 
EIf. That alarming ſhriek 
Rings to my trembling heart, and wakes its fear 
For one, more wretched yet, — more loſt, than I. 
[ Exit haſtily, and Athelwold is following. 
Iidg. Athelwold l- - come back. 
Abel. A curſe on guilt 
It ſinks the brave, to cowards !---It was, once, 
My heart's proud] Joy, to meet my Sovereign's eye. 
Tis, now, my ſoul's worſt torment, - -- Hide me, earth, 
| From 
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From Edgar's angry brow : from my own ſha 
Not death itſelf — ma : | * . 
Egg. I have bethought me, | 
That love and fate deny, we both ſhould: live; 
The heart of Elfrid, when thou art no more, 
May teach her to forget thee.— I, or thou, 
Muſt fall.-—It was the King's intent to pardon 
The ſubject's treaſon. The King does forgive thee ; 
But the Friend cannot pardon.——Let us, then, 
On equal terms diſpute our doubtful claim, 
To death and quiet, or to life and Elfrid. 
Here I renounce diſtinction, give allegiance 
To the wild winds, as thou haſt done, before, | 
And ſeek an equal's vengeance for my wrongs. [ Draws; 
Il know that I deſcend, and that the throne 
Diſdains a ſubject foe. But I diſclaim _ | 
That cold prerogative of a King's fafery ; , 
To teach thee, that I need no borrow'd-pow'r : 
My ſelf the guardian of my injur'd honour, - - | 
My ſelf my ſtrength, when my falſe friend betrays me. | 
Athel. | Kneeling.) Ogen' rous Edgar! my imperial Maſter, 
Whoſe ſpirit reigns, diſtinguiſh'd among ſouls, - 
As among Kings, thy perſon; think me nor, 
How plung'd ſoever in the guilt of falſhood, 
So loſt to ſenſe of the unmeaſur'd diſtance, 
Between my Prince and me, to dare defend 
One aching atom of this hated breaſt, | 
Againſt a wound he wiſhes me. No; take 
| ( Lays bis fword at the King's feet, 
My ſword It has been drawn with ſome ſucceſs, 
In your lov'd cauſe; direct it to the heart 
Of this new traitor. At your ſacred feet, 
. The tainted blood will flow, with willing waſte, 
And waſh away the mem'ry of his crime, 
Who lives too long, when he not lives for you.. 
Eds. Riſe, and provoke me, if thou would'ſt be kind, 
By ſome wiſh'd mark of arrogance. -— Preſume, 


Talk inſolently of thy worth; defy me; 
n Smile 
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Smile at myſword's rais'd point; threaten, — accuſe, —. 

Deny, ——caluminate, — any thing but this! 

Spare this ſoft ſorrow, hide this ſweet humility, 

And [ ſhall keep my purpoſe.— O Athelwold 

Why haſt thou pain'd my ſoul, with this ſharp conflict? 

Why haſt thou wrong'd me into will to hurt thee ? 
| e, [Throws down his ſword. 
Athel. How ill ſhou'd I deſerve your unwifh'd mercy, 

Did not my lite become more odious to me 

Than was the guilt I fall for ! From my birth, 

With fix'd, unalterable, deadly hate, 

I puniſh'd faithleſs rebels. Truſt me, now, 

Againſt my ſelf. My Sovereign ſhall not need 

Revenge his wrongs, on Athelwold. One pray'r 

Has boldneſs, yet, to urge your royal ear; | 

Then, I have done with wiſhes, and the world.. 

Prince Leolyn, whom I have made unhappy, 

Now ſuffers for my guilt. So greatly wrong'd, 

I ſhall not reſt, in death, till your try'd goodneſs 

Permits his freedom, and beftows on him 

My forfeit honour, and the lands I leave. 
Edgar. Icharge thee, as thy heart wou'd wiſh my pardon, 

Attempt not on thy life. Wait and expect 

Thy doom, from the flow workings of my ſoul, 

That labours to reſolve, but knows not how; 

For Leolyn, thy gen'rous wiſh has mov'd me. 

Go bring him to my preſence.—— will walk, 

And meditate alone, till thy return. [ Exit Athelwold. 
Edg. | Alone.) How ſhall I move, in this dark maze of 

paſſion |! ; 

"Tis true, my favourite has betray'd me, baſely; 

But he was firſt, himſelf, betray'd by love; 

That tyrant of the heart, more King than I, 

Ranks Monarchs with his ſlaves. Let me weigh Athelwold 

By my own wiſhes, and, then, puniſh him, 

When I can ſee, unmov'd, thoſe eyes that charm'd him. 

How ſhall I act? at once, to ſhield my fame, 


And 
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And ſatisfy my love ? ——Cou'd reaſonꝰs force 

Tear the unlicens'd image from my heart, 

Or, patient, leave to time, th* unhaſten'd means, 
To bleſs my fierce deſires; who knows what chance, 
Or death, or thought, or woman's changeful will, 
Or my own conquer'd wiſhes may produce ? 
Kings ſhould, however injur'd, do no wrong : 
Fhey cannot err alone, ſince what they add, 

They authorize in others. Let me, then, 
Extinguiſh low deſires, left, at my flame, 

I light a nation's wiſhes -! will ſtrive 

To check this riſing paſſion ; and forget 

That ſhe who charms me thus is in my power, 

Till I can bend that pow'r, to reaſon's rule. 
They come! ——T will avoid them, —and reflect 
What meaſures to reſolve on. [Exit Edgar. 
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Re-enter Athelwold, followed by Leolyn. 


Leol. Turn — whither would'ſt thou lead me? 
Athel. In this place, 
But now I left the King. A little farther, 
And we ſhall find him, ſoon, 
Leol. Stay for we find, 
In theſe provided ſwords, what well reminds us 
Of our late parting. Thou haſt perform'd thy promiſe, 
With bravery ſo noble, that, again, 
'Spite of my burning wrongs, 1 almoſt love thee. 
It cannot need, that I ſhou'd ſpur thy will, 
To what remains unfiniſh'd. [Taking up a ſword. 
Athel. I had forgot it. 
Guilt and repentance, and the tears of ſhame, 
Had waſh'd the indignation from my heart. 
Methinks we were not born for enemies: 
Enough, already, have we wrong'd our friendſhip. 
Let us be foes no more. 
Leol. Firſt, periſh, Leolyn. | 
Didſt thou not blaſt my honour by a blow ? 


Fir'd 
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Fir'd ub a ruffian's boldneſs, ſtrike a Prince! 
And can he find a pardon? Shame to thy heart, 
Or give my glory the revenge it claims, 
Or I will brand thee with a coward's marks, 
And teach light boys to ſcorn thee. 

Atbel. If it muſt be,. 
Spare me a moment's pauſe "will fon be paſt, 
And death will want no time to fate his purpoſe. 
What ſhall I do? to truſt him with my ſoftneſs, 
To tell him what, at my requeſt, the King 
Was won to grant him, were to ſeem afraid, 
And ſhrink from his revenge. - O fatal chain 
Of long - depending woes, that guilt is bound to 
Conflicting paſſions blaſt the bad man's hopes, 


And all his thoughts are whirlwind | — 


Leol. Come on. —— 


Thy blow burns hot, and I will wait no longer. 


Abel. Hold — Leolyn! Be flow——The chance of 
conqueſt 


Is various and unknown—and, ſhou'd I fall, 


Thou wilt have cauſe to grieve, thou didſt not hear me. 
Leol. Never—till vengeance has been paid its full, 
Never will I grow tame, and hear thee more. 
- Athel. [Taking up the other ſword.) Take thy own way 
then. —Let deſtruction fall, 


And find thee, without ſhelter, But ſee, the King —- 
His coming — in this place, prevents our purpoſe, 


On, to thi appointed terras,———Follow me. 
| ( Exeunt together. 


Re-enter Edgar, with an Officer. 
Edg. What Oſwald told me of a ſecond quarrel, 


Renews my anger againſt Leolyn, 

And wakes me into fear of ſome new conſequence, 
From his enlargement. — Take a guard, and bring him, 
To anſwer this 5 —— [Exit Officer. 


Enter 


f 


ter 


AT HEE WOo LD. 499. 


Enter Oſwald. 


0%. Oh, Sir! cl —— Unhappy Etbelinda reſts, 


Her forrows are no more. 


Ede. What has Fate done ? 


. Ofan. See, Sir! yon terras, which o 'crhangs the ſea | 
Thence, falling ſteep at once, the frighted eye 
Akes, down a depth of rocks, to reach the ſur 


That breaks, unheard, below |—There ——_ 


With frantic action, in a long, loud ſpeech, 
The poor diſtreſs'd complainer talk*d, and wept 
To the wild ocean, told the waves her woes; 
And, liſt' ning, earneſt, oft, in dumb ſuſpence, 


Paus'd for an en 


Till at laſt, more ſhrill, 


She ſcream'd reſentment to the diſtant deep. 


Thou art, ſhe cry'd, as cold, and deaf, as Athelwold, 
Then, ſudden, from her breaſt, in raſh deſpair, 


Snatching a dagger 


ſhe, with all the rage 


Of a reſolv'd deſtruction, plung'd _ thrice, 


In her diſtracted boſom. 


Eds. Alas! for Athelwold! 
How will he meet this ſight ? 


Re-enter Offer, and guards, with . 


Edę. Anſwer me quickly, 


Leol. Immortal, 


and at 


Where 1s Athelwold 2 


peace. 


| Ede. What [| —— haſt thou murder'd him ? 
Ungrateful, and deteſted | murder'd him! 
Him, who alone obtain'd thy freedom from me; 
And, in the gen'rous anguith of his guilt, 
Pray'd, that his titles, and his forfeit lands, 
Might all be thine! Whom, as he wrong'd in life, 
He could not reſt in death, to leave unhappy. 

Leol. This had been daggers to my guilty ſoul, 


Could he have fall'n, by me: 


Bur, like a God, 


Who ſmiles, and pardons, when provok'd by mortals, 
He met my rage, with a ſerene contempt, 


Vor. I. 


E e 


Maſter'd, 


* 


„% ATHELWOLD. 


Maſter'd, a ſecond time, my failing ſword, 

And gave me life in puniſhment, —— Live, Leolyn !, 

He cry'd, and ſpoke. it with an air unmov'd, | 

Superior, not inſulting. Live and know, 

That, had not conſcious guilt a point, more ſtrong 

Than thine—no wound could reach the breaſt of Athelwold. 

—Yet, tho' he will not be compelPd to die, 

He chuſes not to live; for he has wrong'd thee. . 

Come, and fee juſtice done thee. At that inſtant, 

The ſhock of Ethelinda's dreadful fate, 

Heard, as we paſs'd, upon th' extended terras, 

Alarm'd his care too late. — 1 ſaw him, Sir. 
ag. Go on. 
Leol, I ſaw him, Sir, as I drew near, 

Raiſe his fall'n victim, from the bloody ground, 

And, on his cheek, ſupport her bending head; 

But her weak joints ſoft ſinking from their truſt, 


- She hung ſuſtain'd, and bled upon his boſom. . 


He groan'd—look'd wild, —call'd loud upon her name, 
And, for a moment, ſtopt her flying ſoul. 
Twice, at his voice, ſhe ſtretch'd her dying eyes, 


And gaſp'd—and ſtruggled, —and wou'd fain have ſpoke; 


But, failing — in a ſhort, convulſive ſigh, 
Breath'd out her ſoul, - and ſunk upon his boſom. 
He !—ſtanding near the downfall of the cliff, 
Strain'd her, with rapture, in his circling arms, 

O Leolyn! he cry'd, forgive me, now : 

Tell the wrong'd King, I leave his Elfrid, free, 
And, thus, too late, do right to Ethelinda.— 
Then, ſpringing furious, o'er the dreadful rock, 
Leap'd, with the dead, to death Together, both 
Fell, frightful, to the deep; which, cloſing o'er them, 
Veils them, from ſenſe of woe, in reſt; for ever. 

Edg. Great was his guilt, and greatly tis aton'd ! 
Nothing is ſafe, but innocence !—Be it your care 
To fend out boats, that their recover'd bodies 
May reſt beneath one marble; over which, 

I will erect a cloiſter, and endow it, 


For 
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For hourly prayers to Heaven, to reſt their ſouls. 
—Faſte, ail! and watch th' afflicted Elfrid, near, 
Aſſiſt her, — guard her,. —wait, at her apartment, g 
And fave her from her ſorrow.— 
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Oh! Leolyn, be obſtinately juſt ; 
Indulge no paſſion, and deceive no truſt : 
Let never man be bold enough, to ſay, 
Thus, and no farther, ſhall my paſſion ſtray : 
The firſt crime, paſt, compels us into more, 
And guilt grows fate, that was but choice, before. 


End of the Firſt Volume, 


